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THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 



This is one of the three unpublished plays which escaped 
the fatal hands of Warburton's cook> and is printed from a 
manuscript book of that gentleman, in the Lansdown Col- 
lection. No title page is prefixed to the manuscript, nor 
is the name of "~ The Second Maiden's Tragedy*' in the 
same handwriting as the play. From the tenor of the 
license to act, indeed, it is probable that this nam*e was 
gi?en to it by the Master of the Revels ; that license is in 
the following words : '' This Second Maiden's Tragedy (for 
it hath no name inscribed,) may, with the reformations, be 
publickly acted. 31 October, 1611, G. Buc." Why it is 
called " The Second Maiden's Tragedy" docs not appear — 
&ere is no trace of any drama having the title of " The 
First Muden's Tragedy," and it does not bear any re- 
semblance to the '' Maid's Tragedy" of Beaumont and 
Fletcher. There is reason therefore to believe that the name 
by which it is now known, was adopted merely for the pur- 
pose of distinguishing it from other plays licensed to be 
acted, as the words, '^ for it hath no name inscribed," can 
hardly be supposed to refer to the want of the author's 
name, which is as difficult to be ascertained as that of his 
play. At the back of the manuscript, it is said to be by a 
person whose name, on a close inspection, appears to have 
been William (afterwards, altered to Thomas) Goughe. This 
name has been nearly obliterated, and that of '^ George Chap- 
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man" substituted, which in its turn has been scored through, 
for the purpose of making room for " Will. Shakspear." 
That it does not belong to Thomas Goflf,* the author of 
the Raging' Turk, is abundantly obvious — ^he was at the 
time it was licensed not more than nineteen years of age, 
and besides was tptaUy incapable of producing anything 
of the kind : nor has Chapman, in our opinion, a better 
title to it. Many of the scenes are distinguished by a ten- 
derness and pathos which are not to be found in the pro- 
ductions of either of those Authors; but although it 
possesses merits of no ordinary kind, it cannot be pre- 
tended that it approaches the character of the Dramas of 
Shakspeare, whose name indeed is written in a much more 
modem hand. The subordinate plot is founded upon the 
story of the Curious Impertinent in Don Quiwote, from 
which it differs very little, except in the catastrophe. Va- 
rious parts of the play have been struck out, some for 
the purpose of being omitted in the representation, and 
others which were probably considered dangerous or offen- 
sive to royalty, apparently by Sir George Buc ; for example, 
in the second scene of the last act, the exclamation of the 
Tyrant, ** Your King's poisoned 1" is altered to ** I am 
pois6ned ;'' the propriety of which reformation is mani- 
fest from the answer of Memphonius, viz, " The King oi 
Heaven be praised for it !" In both cases the original text 
has been restored in the present publication. 

« Mr. [Robert] Goughe appears from the MS. to tiave acted the part of the 
Tyrant in this Play. 



THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

Enter the new usurping Tyrant; the Nobles of hie faction, Mem- 
PHONiuSy SoPHONiRUS, Helvetius, With Others, the right heir 
GoyiANus, deposed. 

Tyrant, Thus high, my Lords, your powers and constant 
loves 
Have fix'd our glories like unmoved stars. 
That know not what it is to fall or err. 
We're now the kingdom's love : and he, that was 
Flatter'd awhile so, stands before us now 
Beadier for doom than dignity. 

Gmti, So much 
Can the adulterate friendship of mankind. 
False fortune's sister, bring to pass in kings. 
And lay usurpers sunning in their glories, 
Like adders in warm bea^ls. 

B 
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7}/r» There was but one 
In whom my heart took pleasure amongst women ; 
One in the whole creation^ and in her 
You dar'd to be my rival I Was't not bold ? 
Now we are king she'll leave the lower path 
And find the way to us — ^Helvetius ! 
It is thy daughter, happier than a king. 
And far above him, for she kneels to thee 
Whom we have kneePd to ; richer in one smile 
That came from her, than she in all thy blessings ; 
If thou be'st proud thou art to be forgiven, 
Tis no deadly sin in thee ; while she lives. 
High lust is not more natural to youth 
Than that to thee ; be not afraid to die in't, 
Tis but the sign of joy ; there is no gladness. 
But has a pride it lives by, — ^that's the oil 
That feeds it into flames ; — ^Let her be sent for. 
And honorably attended, as beseems 
Her that we make our queen ; my Lord Memphonius, 
And Sophonirus, take into your care 
The royal business of my heart ; conduct her 
With a respect equal with that to us ; 
If more, it shall be pardon'd ,* so still err. 
You honour us, but ourself honours her. 

Memph. Strange fortune, does he make his queen of her? 

[exit Memph. 

Soph. I have a wife ; would she were so prcfer'd I 
I could be but her subject, so Fm now; 
I allow her her own friend to stop her mouth. 
And keep her qiuet, quit him his table ti'ee. 
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And the huge feeding of his great stone horse> 

On which he rides in pomp about the city. 

Only to speak to gallants in bay-windows $ 

Marry, his lodging he pays dearly for : 

He gets me all my children, there I save by't ; 

Beade I draw my life out, by the bargain. 

Some twelve years longer than the times appointed,* 

When my young prodigal gallant kicks up's heels 

At one-and-thirty, and lies dead and rotten 

Some five-and-forty years before Pm cofELnM : 

Tla the right way to keep a woman honest. 

One Mend is baracado to a hundred. 

And keeps 'em out, nay more, a husband's sure 

To have his children all of one man's getting. 

And he that performs best, can have no better . 

Vm e'en as happy then that save a labour, [ednt Sophanirus, 

Tyr, Thy honours with thy daughter's love shall rise, 
I shall read thy deservings in her eyes. 

Heh. O may they be eternal books of pleasure, 
To show you all delight I 

Gm, The loss of her sits closer to my heart 
Than that of kingdom, or the whorish pomp 
Of this world's titles, that with flattery swells us. 
And makes us die like beasts fat for destruction. 
she's a woman, and her eye will stand 
Upon advancement, never weary yonder. 
But when she turns her head by chance, and sees 
The fortunes that are my companions. 
Shell snatch her eyes off, and repent the looking. 

Tyr. Tis well advis'd ; we doom thee, Oovianus, 
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To banisliment for ever from our kingdom. 

Govt, What could be worse to one whose heart is locked 
Up in another's bosom ? Banishment ! 
And why not death ? is that too easy for me ? 

Tffr, But that the world would call our way to dignity 
A path of blood, it should be the first act in all our reign. 

Govt, She's lost for ever; farewell, virtuous men. 
Too honest for your greatness ! now you're mightier 
Than when we knew the kingdom, your stile's heavier 
Than ponderous nobility, farewell ! 

3 Nobl, How's that, sir? 

Govu O sir ! is it you ? 

I knew you one-and-twenty and a lord, . 
When your destruction suck'd ; is't come from nurse yet ? 
You scorn to be a scholar, you were bom better. 
You have good lands, that's the best groxmds of learning ; 
If you can construe but your doctor's bill, 
Parse your wife's waiting women, and decline your tenants 
'Till they're all beggars, with new fines and rackings; 
You're scholar good enough, for a lady's son 
Thaf s bom to living; if you list to read. 
Ride but to th' city and bestow your looks 
On the court library, the mercer's books, 
They'll quickly furnish you, do but entertain 
A tailor for your tutor, to expound 
All the hard stufi^ to you, by what name and title 
Soever they be call'd. 

3 Nobl. I thank you, sir. 

GovL 'TIS happy you have learnt so much manners 
Since you have so little wit j Fare you well, sir ! 
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7^r. Let him be staid awhile ! 

ANobl Stay! 

3 NobL You must stay, sir. 

Govt. He's not so honest sure to change his mind^ 
Revoke his doom ; hell has more hope on him. 

Tyr, We have not ended yet, the worst part's coming. 
Thy banishment were gentle were that all $ 
But to a£Biict thy soul before thou goest. 
Thou shalt behold the heav'n that thou must lose 
In her that must be mine. 
Then to be banish'd, then to be depriv'd. 
Shews the full torment we provide for thee. 

Govt. He's a right tyrant now, he will not bate me 
Th' affliction of my soul; he'll have all parts 

Enter the Lady clad in black, toith Attendants. 

Suffer together ; now I see my loss : 

I never shall recover't, my mind's beggar'd. 

Tyr. Whence rose that cloud ? can such a thing be seen 
b honour's glorious day, the sky so clear ? 
Why mourns the kingdom's mistress ? does she come 
To meet advancement in a funeral garment ? 
Back ! [to the Attendants.'] she forgot herself, 'twas too 

much joy 
That bred this error, and we heartily pardon't. 
Go, bring her hither like an illustrious bride 
With her best beams about her, let her jewels 
Be worth ten cities, that beseems our mistress. 
And not a widow's case, a suit to weep in. 

Lady. I am not to be alter'd. 
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Tyr, How! 

Lady, I have a mind 
That must be sliifted ere I cast off these. 
Or I shall wear straage colours; — ^'tis not titles. 
Nor all the bastard honours of this frame 
That I am taken with ; I come not hither 
To please the eye of glory, but of goodness. 
And that concem'd not you, sir, you're for greatness ; 
I dare not deal with you, I have found my match. 
And I will never lose him. 

Gwi, If there be man 
Above a king in fortunes, read my story. 
And you shall find him there ; farewell, poor kingdom ! 
Take it to help thee, thou hast need on't now ; 
\ see thee in distress, more miserable 
Than some thou lay'st taxations on, poor subjects ! 
Thou'rt all beset with storms, more overcast 
Than ever any man that brightness flatter'd. 
'Tis only wretchedness to be there with thee. 
And happiness to be here. 

Tyr. Sure some dream crownM me. 
If it were possible to be less than nothing, 
I wake the man you seek for, — ^there's the kingdom 
Within yon valley fixt; while I stand here 
Kissing false hopes upon a frozen mountain 
Without the confines. I am he that's banish'd. 
The king walks yonder chose by her affections. 
Which is the surer side, for when she goes 
Her eye removes the court ; what is he here 
Can spare a look ? they're all employed on her. 
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Helvetius ! — Thou art not worth the waking neither^ 

I lose but time in thee, go, sleep again 

Like an old man, thou can'st do nothing ; 

Thou tak'st no pains at all to earn thine honours ; 

Which way shall we be able to pay thee 

To thy content, when we receive not ours ? 

The master of the work must needs decay 

When he wants means and sees his servants play. 

Helv, [7b his Daughter."] Have I bestow'd so many bles- 
sings on thee« 
And do they all return to me in curses i 
Is that the use Pve for them ? be not to me 
A burden ten times heavier than my years ! 
Thou'dst wont to be kind to me and observe 
What I thought pleasing ; go, entreat the king ! 

Lady, I wiU do more for you, sir, you're my father; 
111 kiss him too. [she kisses Govianus. 

Helv, How am I dealt withal ? 

Lady, Why, that's the usurper, sir, thb is the king ; 
1 happened righter than you thought I had ; 
And were all kingdoms of the earth his own. 
As sure as this is not, and this dear gentleman 
As poor as virtue, and almost as friendless, 
I would not change this misery for that sceptre, 
Wherein Pd part with him ; sir, be cheerful, 
Tis not the reeling fortune of great state. 
Or low condition, that I cast mine eye at. 
It is the man I seek, the rest I lose. 
As things unworthy to be kept or noted; 
Fortunes are but the outsides of true worth. 
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It is the mind that sets his master forth. 

Tyr. Have there so many bodies been hewn down 
Like trees, in progress to cut out a way 
That was more known for us and our affections. 
And is our gain so cross*d ? There stands the first 
Of all her kind that e*<er refused greatness ! 
A woman to set light by sovereignty ! 
What age can bring her forth, and hide that book ! 
Tis their desire most commonly to rule, , 
More than their part comes to, sometimes their husbands. 

Helv. Tis in your pow'r, my lord, to force her to you. 
And pluck her from his arms. 

7>r. Thou talk'st unkindly ; 
That had been done before thy thought begot it. 
If my affection could be so hard hearted. 
To stand upon such payment ; it must come 
Gently and kindly, like a debt of law. 
Or 'tis not worth receiving. [aside to Hehetius. 

Govt, Now, usurper! 
I wish no happier freedom than the banishment 
That thou hast laid upon me. 

ryr. O ! he kills me 
At mine own weapon ; 'tis I that live in exile 
Should she forsake the laud; 111 fain some cause 
Far from the grief itself, to call it back. — [aside. 

[to Govianus. 
That doom of banishment was but lent to thee 
To make a trial of thy factious spirit. 
Which flames in thy desire ; thou would'st be gone : 
There is some combination betwixt thee 
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And foreign plots, thou hast some powers to raise. 
Which to prevent thy banishment we revoke. 
Confine thee to thy house nearest the court. 
And place a guard about thee. Lord Memphonius, 
See it effected. 

Mem. With best care, my Lord. 

Govt. Confine me? here's my liberty in mine arms,' 
I wish no better to bring me content. 
Lovers' best freedom is imprisonment. 

[eaeunt Lady and Gamanus. 

Tyr. Methinks the day e*en darkens at her absence, 
I stand as in a shade, when a great cloud 
Muffles the sun, whoi»e beauties shine far off 
On tow'rs and mountains, but I keep the vallies, 
The place that is last serv'd. 

Helv. My Lord I [I'yrant and Helvetius converse apart. 

Tyr. Your reason, sir ? 

Helv. Your Grace is mild to all but your own bosom ; 
They should have both been sent to several prisons. 
And not committed to each other's arms ; 
There's a hot durance, hell ne'er wish more freedom. 

Tyr. Tirt true, let 'em be both forc'd back ! [to the Officers. 
Stay ! we command you. 

Thou talk'st not like a statesman ; had my wrath 
Took hold of such extremity at first. 
They'd liv'd suspectful still, wam'd by their fears. 
When now, that liberty makes them more secure, 
I'll take them at my pleasure ; it gives thee 
Freer access to play the father for us. 
And ply her to our will. 
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Nay, more to vex his soul, give coihmand straight 
They be divided into several rooms. 
Where he may only have a sight of her 
To his mind's torment, but his arms and lips 
Locked up, like felons, from her. 

Helv, Now you win me, 
I like. that cruelty passing well, my Lord. 

Tyr, Give order with all speed. 

Helv. Though I be old, 
I need no spur, my Lord,— Honour pricks me. 
I do beseech your majesty, look cheerful. 
You shall not want content, if it be lock'd 
In any blood of mine ; the key's your own. 
You shall command the wards. 

Tyr, Say's thou so, sir? 
I were ungrateful then, should I see thee 
Want power, that provides content for me. [eweunt. 

SCENE IL 

Enter L. Anselmus, the deposed King* a Brother y with his Friend^ 

VOTARIUS. 

FoL Pray, sir, confine your thoughts and excuse me, 
Methinks the depos'd king, your brother's sorrow. 
Should find you business enough. 

Ans. How, Votariusl 
Sorrow for him ? weak ignorance talks not like thee. 
Why he was never happier. 

Fot, Pray prove that, sir. 

Ani> He's lost the kingdom, but his mind's restor'd ; 
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Which is the larger Empire ^ pr'ythee tell me. 

Dominions have their limits* the whole earth 

Is but a prisoner, nor the sea, her jailor. 

That with a silver hoop locks in her body ; 

They're fellow prisoners, though the sea looks bigger. 

Because it is in office — and pride swells him ; 

But the unbounded kingdom of the mind 

Is as unlimitabk as heay'n, that glorious court of spirits. 

Sir, if thou lov'st me, turn thine eye to me. 

And look not after him that needs thee not : 

My brother's weU attended, peace and pleasure 

Are never from his sight ; he has his mistress. 

She brought those servants and bestow'd them on him ; 

But who brings mii^e? 

Vot, Had you not both long since 
By a kind, worthy lady, your chaste wife ? 

Aru, Thaf s it that I take pains with thee to be sure of. 
What true report can I send to my soul 
Of that I know not, — ^we must only think 
Oar ladies are good people, and so live with 'em : 
A fine security for them ; our own thoughts 
Make the best fools of us ; next to them our wives. 
But say she's all chaste, yet, is that her goodness? 
What labour is't for woman to keep constant. 
That's never tried or tempted ? Where's her fight? 
The war's within her breast, her honest anger 
Against the impudence of flesh and hell : 
So let me know the lady of my rest. 
Or I shall never sleep well ; give not me 
The thing that is thought good, but what's approv'd so : 
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So wise men choose. — O what a lazy virtue 
Is chastity in a womah^ if no sin 
Should lay temptation to't I — ^pr'ythee set to her. 
And bring my peace along mth thee. 

Vot, You put to me 
A business that will do my words more shame 
Then ever they got honour among women. 
Lascivious courtings among sinful mistresses 
Come ever seasonable, please best — 
But let the boldest ruffian touch the ear 
Of modest ladies with adulterous sounds. 
Their very looks confound him, and force grace . 
Into that cheek where impudence sets her seal ; 
That work is never undertook with coimige. 
That makes his master blush. — ^However, sir ! 
What profit can return to you by knowing 
That which you do already, with more toil? 
Must a man needs, in having a rich diamond. 
Put it between a hammer and an anvil. 
And not believing the true worth and value. 
Break it in pieces to find out the goodness. 
And in the finding lose it ? good sir ! think onH, 
Nor does it taste of wit to try their strengths 
Fhat are created sickly, nor of manhood. 
We ought not to put blocks in women's ways. 
For some too often fall upon plain ground. 
Let me dissuade you, sir ! 

Ans. Have I a friend ? . 
And has my love so little interest in him. 
That I must trust some stranger with my he^rt. 
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And go to seek him out? 

Fot, Nay, hark you, sir ! 
Jam so jealous of your weaknesses. 
That rather than you should lie prostituted 
Before a stranger's triumph, I would venture 
A whole hour's shaming for you. 
jitu» Be worth thy word then. 

Enter Wife. 
Yonder she comes, — ^I'll have an ear to you both ; 
I love to have such things at the first hand, [aside and ewit. 

Vot, m put him off with somewhat ; guile in this 
Falls in with honest dealing ; O who would move 
Adultery to yon face ! so rude a sin 
May not come near the meekness of her eye ; 
My client's cause looks so dishonestly, 
111 ne'er be seen to plead in't. [aside. 

Wife. What, Votarius ! 

Vot. Good morrow, virtuous madam. 

Wife. Was my Lord 
Seen lately here ? 

Vot. He's newly walk'd forth, lady. 

Wife. How was he attended. 

Vot. 'Faith I think with none, madam. 

Wife. That sorrow for the king his brother's fortune 
Prevails too much with him, and leads him strangely 
From company and delight. 

Vot. How she's beguil'd in him ! 
There's no such natural touch, search all his bosom, [aside. 
That grief's too bold with him, indeed, sweet madam. 
And draws him from the pleasure of his time. 
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But 'tis a business of affection 

That must be done. — ^We owe a pity, madam. 

To all men's misery, but especially. 

To those afflictions that claim kindred of us ; 

We're forc'd to feel 'em, all compassion else 

Is but a work of charity, this of nature. 

And ties our pity in a bond of blood. 

Wife, Yet there is a date set to all sorrows ; 
Nothing is everlasting in this world. 
Your counsel will prevul, persuade him, good sir. 
To fall into life's happiness again. 
And leave the desolate path ; T want his company. 
He walks at midnight in thick shady woods. 
Where scarce the moon is starlight ; I have watch'd him 
In silent nights, when all the earth was drest 
Up like a virgin, in white innocent beams, — 
Stood in my window, cold and thinly clad, 
T' observe him through the bounty of the moon, 
That liberally bestow'd her graces on me. 
And when the morning dew began to fall. 
Then was my time to weep ; h'as lost his kindness. 
Forgot the way of wedlock, and become 
A stranger to the joys and rites of love. 
He's not so good as a lord ought to be. 
Pray tell him so from me — sir. {ewit W\fe, 

Vot. That will I, madam. 
Now must I dress a strange dish for his honour. 

Am, Call you this courting ? life I not one word near it. 
There was no syllable but was twelve score off. 
My faith, hot temptation ! woman's chastity. 
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In such a conflict, had great need of one 
To keep the bridge ; 'twas dangerous for the time. 
Why what fantastic faiths are in these days 
Made without substance ; whom should a man trust 
In matters about love ? 
F&t. Mass ! here he comes too. 

Enter Anselmus. 

Afu* How now, Votarius ! what's the news for us ? 

Fot. You set me to a task, sir, that will find 
Ten ages work enough, and then unfinished. 
Bring sin before her ! why it stands more quaking. 
Than if a judge should frown on't ; three such fits 
Would shake it into goodness, and quite beggar 
The under kingdom. — ^Not the art of man, ' 
Woman, or Devil — 

An8. O, peace, man ! pr'ythee peace I — 

Vot. Can make her fit for lust. 

Ans, Yet, again, sir ? 
Where lives that mistress of thine, Votarius, 
That taught thee to dissemble, I'd fieun learn ; 
She makes good scholars. 

Vot. How, my lord I 

Ans, Thou art the son of falsehood, pr'ythee leave me. 
How truly constant, charitable, and helpful 
Is woman unto woman in affairs 
That touch affection and the peace of spirit ! 
But man to man how crooked and unkind ! 
I thank my jealousy I heard thee all. 
For I heard nothing : now thou'rt sure I did. 
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Fot, Now, by this light then, wipe but off this score. 
Since you?re so bent, and if I ever run 
In debt again to falsehood and dissemblance, 
For want of better means, tear the remembrance of me 
From your best thoughts. 

Ans, For thy vows' sake, I pardon thee. 
Thy oath is now sufficient watch itself 
Over thy actions ; I discharge my jealousy. 
Pve no more use for't now ; to give thee way 
Pll have an absence made purposely for thee. 
And presently take horse. I'll leave behind me 
An opportunity, that shall fear no starting. 
Let but thy pains deserve it. 

Fot, I am bound to't. 

Ans. For a small time farewell, then ! hark thee ! 

. [Anselmus whispers to him ,- and eant. 

Vot, O good sir ! 
It will do wond'rous well ; — ^What a wild seed 
Suspicion sows in him, and takes small ground for't ! 
How happy were this lord if he would leave 
To tempt his fate, and be resolved he were so ! 
He would be but too rich : — 
Man has some enemy still that keeps him back 
In all his fortunes, and his mind is his. 
And that's a mighty adversary : I had rather 
Have twenty kings my enemies than that part. 
For let me be at war with earth and hell. 
So that be friends with me. — I've sworn to make 
A trial of her futh, I must put on 
A brazen face and do't ; 
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Enter Wifb. 

Mine own will shame me. 
fn/e. This is most strange of all 1. how one distraction 
^onds another I 

rot. What's the news^ sweet madam ? 

fn/e. He's took. his horse, but left his leave untaken. 
What should I think on't, sir ? did ever lord . 
Depart so rudely from his lady's presence ! 

Fbt. Did he forget your lip? 

fFi/e, He forgot all 
That nobleness remembers. 

Fot. I'm asham'd of him. 
Let me help, madam, to repair his manners. 
And mend that unkind fault. 

fFi/e, Sir! pray forbear! 
Vou forget worse than he. 

f^ot. So virtue save me, 
I have enough already. [aside, 

fFi/e, Tis himself 
Must make amends, good sir, for his own faults. 

Fot. I would he'd do't then, and ne'er trouble me in't ; 

[aside. 
But, madam, you perceive he takes the course 
To be far off from that, he's rode from home; 
Bat, his unkindness stays, and keeps with you ; 
Let who will please his wife, he rides his horse. 
That's all the care he takes. I pity you, madam. 
You've an unpleasing lord ; would 'twere not so, 
I should rejoice with you. 

c 
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You're young, the very spring's upon you now. 

The roses on your cheeks are but hew blown. 

Take you together, you're a pleasant garden. 

Where all the sweetness of man's comfort breathes. 

But what is it to be a work of beauty. 

And want the part that should delight in you : 

You still retain your goodness in yourself. 

But then you lose your glory, which is all. 

The grace of every benefit is the use. 

And is't not pity you should want your grace ? 

Look you like one whose lord should walk in groves 

About the peace of midnight? Alas ! Madam, 

'Tis tome wond'rous how you should spare the day 

From amorous clips, much less the general season 

When all the world's a gamester. 

That face deserves a friend of heart and spirit. 

Discourse and motion, indeed such a one 

That should observe you, madam, without ceasing. 

And not a weary lord. 

Wy^' "S*^® ' was married, sir. 
In a dear year of love ; when scarcity 
And famine of affection vex'd poor ladies. 
Which makes my heart so needy, it ne'er knew 
Plenty of comfort yet. 

Fot, Why, that's your folly. 
To keep your mind so miserably, madam : 
Change into better times. 111 lead you to 'em. 
What bounty shall your friend expect for this ? 
O you that can be hard to your own heart. 
How would you use your friends ? if I thought kindly. 



THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 19 

Vd be the man myself should serve your pleasure. 

fFi/e, How, sir ! 

f^oi. Nblj, and ne'er miss yon too. I'd not come sneaking 
Like a retainer once a week or so. 
To show myself before you for my livery ; 
Pd follow business like a household servant, • 
Garry my work before me and dispatch. 
Before my lord be up, and make no words on't. 
The sign of a good servant. 

fFi/e. Tls not friendly done, sir. 
To take a lady at advantage thus ; 
Set aU her wrongs before her, and then tempt her. 

^ot. I grow fond myself ! 'twas well she wak'd me 
Before the dead sleep of adultery took me ; 
Twas stealing on me ; up, you honest thoughts, 
And keep watch for your master ! I must hence ; 
I do not like my health, 'tas a strange relish ; 
Pray heav'n I pluck'd mine eyes back time enough. 
Ill never see her more : I prais'd the garden. 
But little thought a bed of snakes lay hid in't. 

[aside, as he is retiring: 

Wife. I know not how I am ! I'll caQ my woman — 
Stay ! for I fear thou'rt too far gone already. 

yot. Ill see her but once more ; do thy worst, love 1 
Thou art too young, fond boy, to master me. [aside. 

VoTARius returns. 

I come to tell you, madam, and that plainly, 
m see your face no more, take 't how you please. 
fn/e. You will not offer violence to me, sir. 
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In my lord's absence ? what does that touch you 
If I want comfort ? 

Fot, Will: you take your answer ? 

fFife. It is not honest in you to tempt woman. 
When her distresses take away her strength. 
How is she able to mthstand her enemy? 

Fot. I would fain leave your sight, an* I could possibly. 

fftfe» What is't to you, good sir, if I be pleased 
To weep myself away ; and run thus violently 
Into the arms of death, and kiss destruction : 
Does this concern you now ? 

Vot, Aye marry, does it. 
What serve these arms for, but to pluck you back? 
These lips but to prevent all other tasters 
And keep that cup of nectar for themselves ? 
Fm beguil'd again, forgive me, heaven I 
My lips have been naught with her, 
I will be master once and whip the boy 
Home to his mother's lap, fare, fare thee well ! 

[eait Voturiui. 
. }f\f^* Votarius! Sir! my friend! thank heaven, he*s 

gone. 
And he shall never come so near again, 
I'll have my frailty watch'd ever ; henceforward 
m no more trust it single ; it betrays me 
Into the hands of folly. Where's my woman ? 

^n/er Leonella. 

My trusty Leonella ! 
Leo, Call you, madam ? 
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Wife, Call I? I want attendance, where are you ? 
Leo, Never far from you, madam. 

Wife, Pray be. nearer. 
Or there is some that will, and thank you too. 
Nay, perhaps bribe you to be absept from me. 

Leo, How, madam ? 

Wife, Is that strange to a lady's woman. 
There are such things i'the woHd, many such buyers 
And sellers of a woman*s name and honour, 
Thouf^h you be young in bribes, and never came 
To the flesh market yet — ^beshrew your heart 
For keeping so long from me ! 

Leo, What ail you, madam ? 

Wife, Somewhat commands me, and takes all the power 
Of myself from m^. 

Leo, What should that be, lady ? 

Wife. When did you see Votarius ? 

Leo, Is that next ? 
Nay, then I have your ladyship in the wind. [aside. 

I saw him lately, madam. 

Wife, Whom didst see ? 

Leo. Votarius. 

Wife, AVhat have I to do with him. 
More than another man? Say he be fair, 
And has parts proper both of mind and body. 
You praise him but in vain, in telling me so. 

Leo. Yes, mtidam ; are you prattling in your sleep ? 
Tis well my lord and you lie in two beds. [aside. 

Wife. I was ne'er so ill, I thank you^ Leonella, 
My negligent woman, here you showed your service. 
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Leo, Have I power or means to stop a sluice 
At a high water ? what would sh'ave me do in't ? 

Wife, I charge thee, while thou liv'st with me hencefor- 
ward. 
Use not an hour's absence from my sight. \ew%t Lady, 

Leo, By my faith, madam, you shall pardon me; 
I have a love of mine own to look to. 
And he must have his breakfast. 

Enter Bellarius, mvffied in his cloak. 

Bel, Leonella ? 

Leo, Come forth, and show yourself a gentleman. 
Although most commonly they hide their heads. 
As you do there methinks ! And why a t^ffety muffler? 
Show your face, man ! Vm not asham'd on you. 

Bel, I fear the servants. 

Leo. And they fear their mistress, and ne'er think on you. 
Their thoughts are upon dinner, and great dishes. 
If one thing hap, impossible to fail too— 
(I can see so far in't) you shaU walk boldly, sir. 
And openly in view through every room 
About the house, and let the proudest meet thee, 
I charge you give no way to 'em. 

Bel. How thou talk'st ! 

Leo, I can avoid the fool, and give you reason for't. 

Bel, Tis more than I should do if I asked more on thee. 
I pr'ythee tell me how ? 

Leo. With ease, 'ifaith, sir. 
My lady's heart is wond'rous busy, sir ! 
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About the entertainment of a friend too^ 
And she and I must bear with one another, 
Or we shall make but a mad house betwixt us. 

Bel. Fm bold to throw my cloak off at this news. 
Which I ne'er durst before, and kiss thee freelier. 
What is he, sirrah? 

Leo, 'Faith, an indifferent feUow, 
With good long legs, — a near friend of my lord's. 

Bel. A neai* friend of my lady's, you would say ; 
His name, I pr'ythee ? 

Leo. One Votarius, sir. 

Bel. What say'st thou? 

Leo. He walks under the same title. 

Bel. The only enemy that my life can shew^ me. 

Leo. Your enemy ? Let my spleen then alone with him. 
Stay you your anger I 111 confound him for you. 

Bel. As how, I pr'ythee ? 

Leo. Ill prevent his venery ; 
He shall ne'er lie with my lady. 

Bel. Troth, I thank you. — 
'Life ! that's the way to save him ; art thou mad ? 
Whereas the other way he confounds himself. 
And lies more naked to revenge and mischief. 

Leo. Then let him He with her, and the devil go with him. 
He shaU have aU my furtherance. 
BeLWhy now you pray heartily afid speeds to purpose. 

[eaeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

I 

Enter the Lady of GoyiANU8 with a Servant. 

Lady. Who is't would speak with us ? 

Serv. My lord, your father. 

Lady. Pray make haste, he waits top long. 
Intreat him hither. In despight of all [ejfit Servant. 

The tyrant's cruelties, we have got that friendship 
E'en of the guard that he has plac'd about us. 
My lord and I have free access together. 
As much as I would ask of liberty ; 
Theyll trust us largely now, and keep sometimes 
Three hours from us, a rare courtesy 
In jailors' children ; some mild news I hope 
Comes with my father. 

^d/^Helvbtius. . 

No, his looks are sad ;' 
There is some further tyranny ; let it fall ! 
Our constant sufferings shall amaze it all. [she kneels. 

Helv. Rise 1 
I will not bless thee, — ^thy obedience 
Is after custom, as most rich men pray. 
Whose saint is only fashion and vun glory ; 
So 'tis with thee in thy dissembled duty. 
There's no religion in't, no reverent love. 
Only for fashion, and the praise of men. 

Lady. Why should you think so, sir ? 
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Heh. Think? I knoVt and see't. 
lU sooner give my blessing to a drunkard, 
Wibom the ridiculous power of wine makes humble. 
As foolish use makes thee;-^base spirited girl, 
Hiat can'stnot think above disgrace and beggary, 
Whenglory is set for thee and thy seed. 
Advancement for thy father, beside joy 
Able to make a latter spring in me. 
In this my fourscore siinmier, and renew me 
With a reversion yet' of heat and youth ! 
But the dejection of thy mind and spirit 
Makes me, thy father, guilty of a fault 
That draws thy birth in question, and e'en wrongs 
Thy mother in her ashes, being at peace 
l^ith heaVn and man ; had not her life and virtues 
Been seals unto her faith, I should think thee now 
The work of some hir'd servant, some house tailor. 
And no one part of my endeavour in thee ; 
Had T neglected greatness ; or not rather 
Pursu'd almost to my eternal hazard, 
Thou'dst ne!er been a lord's daughter 1 

Lady. Had I been 
A shepherd's, I'd been h8q)pier and more peaceful. 

Helv, Thy very seed will curse thee in thy age. 
When they shall hear the story of thy weakness. — 
How in thy youth, thy fortunes tendered thee 
A kmgdom for thy servant, which thou left'st 
Basely to serve thyself; what dost thou in this. 
But merely cozen thy posterity 
Of royalty and succession, and thyself 
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Of dignity present ? 

Lady. Sir, your king did well 
'Mongst all his nobles to pick out yourself 
And send you with these words : his politic grace 
Knew what he did, for well he might imagine 
None else should have been heard ; they'd had their answer 
Before the question had been half way through. 
But, dearest sir ! I owe to you a reverence, 
A debt which both begins and ends with life. 
Never till then discharg'd, 'tis so long lasting ; 
Yet, could you be more precious than a father. 
Which next a husband is the richest treasure 
Mortality can show us, you should pardon me 
And yet confess too that you found me kind. 
To hear your words, though I withstood your min4. 

Helv. Say you so, daughter? troth I thank you kindly, 
I am in hope to rise well by your means. 
Or you to raise yourself ; we're both beholding to you. 
Well, since I cannot win you, I commend you, — 
I praise your constancy and pardon you. 
Take Govianus to you, make the most of him. 
Pick out your husband there, so you'll but grant me 
One light request that follows. 

Lady, Heaven forbid else, sir ! 

Helv, Give me the choosing of your friend, that's all. 

Lady. How, sir? my friend? — alight request indeed ! 
Somewhat too light, sir, either for my wearing. 
Or your own gravity, an' you look on't well ! 

Helv. Pish ! talk like a woman, girl, not like a fool ! 
Thou knovvest the end of greatness, and hast wit 
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Above the flight of twentyjgjlther'd mistresses, ' 

TWjprljg^ pr i n thk ■» » of |»rUH»fta' favOUTS. 

Thou hast discourse in thee, fit for a ldng*s fellowship, 

A princely carriage, tod astonishing presence. 

What should a husband do with all this goodness ? 

Alas ! one end on't is too much for him. 

Nor is it fit a subject should be master 

Of such a jewel ; 'tis in the King's power 

To take it for the forfeit, — but I come 

To bear thee gently to his bed of honours. 

All force forgotten. The king commends him to thee 

\^th more than the humility of a sertaiit. 

That since thou wilt not yield to be his queen. 

Be yet his mistress, he shall be content 

With that or nothing, he shall ask no more ; 

And with what easiness that is performed. 

Most of you women know, having a husbaind; 

That kindness costs thee nothing, you've ihat in 

All over and above to your first bargain. 

And that's a brave advantage for a woman. 

If she be wise, as I suspect not thee ; 

And having yotith, and beauty, and a husband, 

Thou'st aU the wish df woman. Take thy time then — 

Make thy best market. 

Lady. Can you assure me, sir. 
Whether my father spake this ? or some spirit 
Of evil wishing, that has for a lime 
Hir*d his voice of him, to beguile me that way, 
Presuming on his power and my obedience : 
Pd gladly know, that I might frame an answer 
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According to the speaker. 

Helv, How now, bagoage ! 
Am I in question with thee ? does thy scorn cast 
So thick an ignorance before thine eyes. 
That Pm forgotten too ? Who is*t speaks to thee. 
But I thy father ? 

Enter Govianus, discharging a pistol. 

Govt, The more monstrous he ! [Helvetiusfalh, 

Art down but with. the bare voice of my fury? 
Up, ancient sinner ! thou'rt but niockM with death, 
I missed thee purposely, thank this dear creature. 

had'st thou been anything beside her father, 
I'd made a fearful separation on thee ; 

1 would have sent thy soul to a darker prison 
Than any made of clay, and thy dead body 
As a token to the lustful king, thy master. 

Art thou struck down so soon with the short sound 
Of this small earthly instrument, and do'st thou 
So little fear the eternal noise of hell ? 
What's she ? does she not bear thy daughter's name ? 
How stirs thy blood, sir ? is there a dead feeling 
Of all things fatherly and honest in thee ? 
Say thou cou'dst be content for greatness' sake 
To end the last act of thy life in pandarism, 
Must it needs follow that unmanly sin 
Can work upon the weakness of no woman 
But her, whose name and honour natural love 
Bids thee preserve more charily than eye-sight, 
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Health, or thy senses ? csui promotion's thirst 

Make such a father ? turn a grave old lord 

To a white headed squire ? make him so base 

To buy his honours with his daughter's soul. 

And the perpetual shaming of his blood ? 

Hast thou the leisure, thou forgetful man. 

To think upon advancement at these years ? 

What would'st thou do with greatness ? dost thou hope 

To fray death with't ? or hast thou that conceit 

That honour will restore thy youth again ? 

Thou art but mock*d, old fellow ! 'tis not so ; 

Thy hopes abuse thee, follow tbine own business. 

And list not to the syren of tbe world. 

Alas ! thou had'st more need kneel at an altar. 

Than to a chair of state ; 

And search thy conscience for thy sins of youth ; 

That's work enough for age, it needs no greater. 

Thou'rt call'd within, thy very eyes look inward. 

To teach thy thoughts the way ; and thy affections 

But miserable notes that conscience sings, 

That cannot truly pray, for flattering kings. 
Helv. This was well searched, indeed, and without favour- 
ing ; 

Blessing reward thee ! such a wound as mine 

Did need a pitiless surgeon — Smart on, soul ! 

Thoult feel the less hereafter : sir, I thank you, 

1 ever saw myself in a false glass. 

Until this friendly hour. With what fair faces 

My sins would look on me ! but now truth shows 'em. 

How lothesome and how monstrous are their forms ! 
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Be you my king and master, still 1 henceforward 
My knee shall know no, other earthly lord. 
Well may I spend this life to do you service. 
That sets my soul in her eternal path ! 

Govt, Rise, rise, Helvetius ! 

Helv, 111 see both your hands 
Set to my pardon first. 

Govt, Mine shall bring her's. 

Lady. Now, sir, I honour you for your goodness chiefly. 
You're my most worthy father, you speak like him ; 
The first voice was not his ; my joy and reverence 
Strive which should be most seen ; let our hands, sir, 
Raise you from earth thus high, and may it prove 

[they raise him up. 
The first ascent of your immortal rising. 
Never to fall agun ! 

Helv, A spring of blessings 
Keep ever with thee, and the fruit thy lord's I 

Govi, I have lost an enemy, and have found a fieither. 

« 

[ejpeunt. 

Enter Votarius, sadly. ' 

Fot, All's gone, there's nothing but the prodigal left, 
I have play'd away my soul at one short game. 
Where e'en the winner loses. 
Pursuing sin, how often did I shun thee ! 
How swift art thou a-foot, beyond man's goodness. 
Which has a lazy pace ! so was I catch'd — 
A curse upon the cause ; man in these days 
Is not content to have his lady honest. 
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And SO rest pleas'd with her without more ,toil^ 
But he must haye her try'd forsooth^ and tempted. 
And when she proves a quean, then he lies quiet. 
Like one that has a watch of curious making. 
Thinking to be more cunning than the workman. 
Never gives over tampering with the wheels, 
Till either spring be weakened, balance bow'd. 
Or some wrong pin put in, and so spoils all ; 
How I could curse myself! most business else 
Delights in the dispatch, that's the best grace to't. 
Only this work of blind repented lust 
Hangs shame and sadness on his master's cheek : 
Yet wise men take no warning. 

JSnter Wive. 

Nor can I now : 
Her very sight strikes my repentance backward. 
It cannot stand against her. — Chamber thoughts 
And words that have sport in 'em, they're for ladies ! 

Wife. My best and dearest servant ! 

Fot, Worthiest mistress. 

Enter Leonella. 

Madam — 

Wi/e. Who's that ? my woman — 
Proceed, sir — 

Leo. Not if you love your honour, madam, 
1 came to give you warning my lord's come — 

rot. How! 
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Wife, My lord ? 

Leo. Alas ! poor vessels^ how this tempest tosses 'era, 
TheyVe driven botli asunder in a twinkling. 
Down goes the sails here, and the miun mast yonder. 
Here rides a bark with better fortune, yet, 
I fear no tossing, come what weather will, 
I have a trick to hold on water still. 

P^ot. His very name shoots like a fever throi^ me, . 
Now hot, now cold : which cheek shall I turn toward him. 
For fear he should read guiltiness in my looks ? 
I would he would keep from hence like a wise man, 
Tis no place for him now ; I would not see him 
Of any friend alive ! it is not fit 
We two should come together, we have abus*d 
Each other mightily ; he us'd me ill, 
T' employ me thus, and I have us^d him worse ; 
I'm too much even with him ; — 

Enter Anselmus, 

Yonder's a sight of him. 

Wt/e. My lovM and honoured lord — Most welcome, sir. 

Leo. Oh there's a kiss — methinks my lord might taste 
Dissimulation rank in't, if he had wit. 
He takes but of the breath of his friend's life, 
A second kiss is hers, but that she keeps 
For her first friend, we women have no cunning.. 

Wife. You parted strangely from me. 

j4ns. That's forgotten ! 
Votarius — I make speed to be in thine arms. 
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f^ot. You never. come too soon, sir. 
^tu. How goes business f . 
f^ot. Pray, think upon some other subject, sir. 
What news at court ? . 
Jtu. iPishl Answer me. 

^ot, Alas, sir, would you have me work by wonders. 
To strike fire out of ye ? y'are a strange lord, sir : 
Pat me to possible things, and find /em finish'd 
At your return to me; I can say no more. 
j^fu. I see by this thou didst not try her throughly. 
Fbt. How, sir, not throughly! by this light, he lives not 
That could make trial of a woman better. 
j^tu. I fear thou wast too slack. 
Fbt Good faith, you wrong me, sir. 
She never found it so. . 

Atu. Then I've a jewel. 
And nothing shall be thought too precious for her. 
I may advance my forehead and boast purely : 
Methinks I see her worth with clear eyes now. 
0, when a man's opinion is at peace, 
Tis a fine life to marry ! no state's like it. 
My worthy lady, freely I confess 
To thy wrong'd heart, my passion had alate 
Put rudeness on me, which I now put off: 
1 will no more seem so unfashionable 
For pleasure, and the chamber of a lady. . 
ffy^e. Pm glad you're chang'd so well, sir. 

[eofeunt fFife and Anselmus. 
yot. Thank himself for't. 
1^0. This comes like physic when the party's dead. 

D 



v/ 
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Rows kindness now, when 'tis so ill deseiVd ? 
This is the fortune still : well, for this trick 
Pll save my husband and his friend a labour : 
I'll never marry as long as I am honest. 
For, commonly, queans have the kindest husbands. 

[ewit Leonella ; manet Votarius, 
Vot. I do not like his company now, 'tis irksome. 
His eye offends me ; methinks it is not kindly. 
We two should live together in one house ; 
And 'tis impossible to remove me hence : 
I must not give way first, she is my mistress, 
i And that's a degree kinder than a wife ; 
Women are always better to their friends. 
Than to their husbands, smd more true to them ; 
Then let the worst ^ve place, whom she's least need on. 
He that can best be spar'd, and that's her huBband. 
I do not like his overboldness with her ; 
He's too familiar with the face I love . 
I fear the sickness of affection ; 
I feel a grudging on't : I shall grow jealous 
E'en of that pleasure which she has by law . 
I shall go so near with her ; — 

Enter Bellarivs, pasHng over the Stage. 

Ha ! what's he ! 
'TIS Bellarius, my rank enemy ; 

Mine eye snatch'd so much sight of him. What's his busi- 
ness? 
His face half darken'd ; stealing through the house. 
With a whoremaster's pace — I like it not : 
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This lady will be serv'd like a great woinaa. 
With more attendants, I perceive » tlian one i 
She has her shift of friends. My enemy one ! 

Do we both shuu each other's company 

In all assemblies public, at all meetings. 

And drink to one another in one mistress ? 

My very thought's my poison; 'tis high time 

To seek for help. — ^Where is our head physidan, 

A doctor of my making, and that lecher's ? 

0, woman ! when thou once leav'st to be good. 

Thou car'st not who stands next thee ; every sin 

Is a companion for thee ; for thy once crack'd honesty 

Is like the breaking of whole money. 

It never comes to good, but wastes away. 

Enter Anselmus. 

Jfu, Votarius! 

Vot. Ha! 

Jfu. We miss'd you, sir, within. 

Vot, I miss'd you more without — would, you had come 
sooner, sir ! 

Jns, Why, what's the business ? 

Vot, You should have seen a fellow, 
A common bawdy house ferret, one Bellarius, 
Steal through this room ; his whorish barren face 
Three quarters muffled, he is somewhere hid 
About the house, sir. 

Ans. Which way took the villain^ 
That marriage felon ? one that robs the mind 
Twenty times worse than any highway striker ; 
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Speak, which way took he? 

Vot. Marry, my lord, I think, — 
Let me see, which way wast now ? up yon stairs — 

j4n8. The way to chamb'ring ; did not I say still 
All thy temptations were too faint and lazy; 
Thou didst not play 'em home. 

Vot, To tell you true, sir, 
I found her yielding, 'ere I left her last. 
And wav'ring in her faith. 

j4ns. Did not I think so ? 

Vot, That makes me suspect him. 

j4n8. Why, partial man, 
Couldst thou hide this from me, so dearly sought for. 
And rather waste thy pity uponher? 
Thou'rt not so kind as my heart pnus'd thee to me. Hark ! 

Vot. 'Tis his footing, certain. 

j4ns. Are you chamber'd ? 
m fetch you from aloft. [esit Anselmus. 

Vot, He takes my work. 
And toils to bring me ease : this use I'll make of him ; ' 
His care shall watch to keep all strange thieves out. 
Whilst I familiarly go in and rob him. 
Like one that knows the house. 
But how has rashness and my jealousy us'd me ! 
Out of my vengeance to mine enemy, 
Confest her yielding : I have locked myself 
From mine own liberty with that key ; revenge 
Does no man good, but to his greater harm ; 
Suspect and malice, like a mingled cup. 
Made me soon drunk ; I knew not what I spoke. 
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And that may get me pai^don. 

Enter AssEiMvs ; a Dagger in his hand, with Leonella. 

Leo, Why, my l©rd ! 

Ans: Confess, thou mystical pandaress — ^run, Votarius, 
To the back gate; the guilty slave leapM out. 
And 'scapM me so ; this strumpet lock'd him up 
In her own chamber. [exit Votariua. 

Leo. Hold, my lord ! — ^I ndght. — 
He is my husband, sir ! 

Ans, O soul of cunning 1 
Came that arch subtilty from thy lady's counsel. 
Or thine own sudden craft ? confess to me. 
How oft thou hast been a bawd to their close actions, 
Or all thy light goes out ? 

Leo. My lord I believe me — 
In truth, I love a man too well myself 
To bring him to my mistress. 

Ans. Leave thy sporting ! 
Or my next offer makes thy heart weep blood. 

Leo. O spare that strength, my lord, and I'll reveal 
A secret that concerns you, for this does not. 

Ans. Back! back my fury, then! 
It shall not touch thy breast ; speak freely, what is't ? 

Leo. Votarius and my lady are false gamesters. 
They use foul play, my lord. 

Ans. Thoulyest. 

L^0. Reward me then for all together; if it prove not so, 
111 never bestow time to ask your pity. 
Ans. Votarius and thy lady? 'twill ask days 
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'Ere it be settled in belief; — so, rise ! 

Go, get thee to thy chamber ! [eait. 

Leo, A pox on you! 
You hindered me of better business-^tfaank you. 
He's fray'd a secret from me ; would he were whipt ! 
'Faith, from a woman a thing's quickly slipt. [ewit. 

SCENE II. 

Enter the Tyrant with Sophonirus, Memphonius, and other 

Nobles. 

A Flourish. 
Tyr. My joys have all false parts, there's nothing true to 
me, 
Thaf s either kind or pleasant. Vm hardly dealt withal; 
I must not miss her, I want her sight too long. 
Where's this old fellow ? 
Soph. Here's one, my lord, of threescore and seventeen. 
Tyr. Pish ! that old limber ass puts in his head still : — 
Helvetius ! where is he? 
Mem. Not yet retum'd, my lord. 

Enter Helvetius. 

Tyr. Your lordship lies ; 
Here comes the kingdom's father — ^who amongst you 
Dares say, this worthy man has not made speed ? 
I would fain hear that fellow. 

Soph. I'll not be he ; 
I like the standing of my head too well 
To have it mended. 

Tyr. Thy sight quickens me. 
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I find a better health when thou art present. 
Than all times else can bring me : — ^is the answer 
As pleasing as thyself? 

Helv, Of what, my lord ? 

Tyr, Of what? fye now ! he did not say so, did he? 

Soph. O, no, my lord, not he, he spoke no such word, 
ru say as he would have't, for I'd be loath 
To have my body used like butchers' meat. 

Tyr, When comes she to our bed? 

Helv. Who, my lord ? 

Tyr, Hark! You heard that plain amongst you? 

Soph, O, my lord, as plain as my wife's tongue. 
That drowns a sauce bell. 
Let me alone to lay about for honoui:, 
I'll shift for one. 

Tyr. When comes the lady, sir, 
That Grovianus keeps ? 

Helv. Why, that's my daughter ! 

Tyr, Oh ! is it so ! Have you unlock'd your memory ? 
What says she to us ? 

Helv, Nothing ! 

T^r. How thou tempt'st us ! 
What didst thou say to her, being sent from us ? 

Helv, More than was honest, yet it was but little. 

Tyr, How cruelly thou work'st upon our patience, 
^ving advantage, 'cause thou art her father I 
But be not bold too far, if duties leave thee, 
Itespect will fall from us. 

Helv. Have I kept life 
So long till it looks white upon my head ; 
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Been threescore years a courtier ; and a flatterer 
Not above threescore hours, which time's repented 
Amongst my greatest follies ; and am I at these days 
Fit for no place, but bawd to mine own flesH ? 
You'll prefer all your old courtiers to good services. 
If your lust keep but hot some twenty winters. 
We are like to have a virtuous world of wives. 
Daughters smd sisters, besides kinswomen 
And cousin germans removM up and down. 
Where'er you please to have 'em ! Are white hairs 
A colour fit for pandars and flesh brokers. 
Which are the honour'd ornaments of age. 
To which e'en kings owe reverence, as they're men. 
And greater in their goodness, than their greatness? 
And must I take my pay all in base money ? 
I was a lord bom ; set by all court grace 1 
And am I thrust now to a squire's place ? 

Tyr, How comes the moon to change so in this manner. 
That was in full, but now, of all performance, 
And swifter than our wishes ; I beshrew that virtue 
That busied herself with him, she might have found 
Some other work ; the man was fit for me. 
Before she spoil'd him : — She has wrong'd my heart in*t. 
And marr'd me a good workman.— Now his art fails him. 
What makes the man at court ? This is no place 
For fellows of no parts ; he lives not here 
That puts himself from action when we need him. 
I take off all thy honours, and bestow 'em 
On any of this rank that will deserve 'em. 

Soph, My lord, that's I : trouble your grace no further ! 
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111 undertake to bring her to your bed. 
With some ten words ; marry, they're special charms- 
No lady can withstand 'em; a witch taught me 'em. 
If you doubt me, I'll leave my wife in pawn 
For my true loyalty, and your majesty 
May pass away the time tiU I return. 
J have a care in all things. 

Tyr. That may thrive best. 
Which the least hope looks after ; but, however. 
Force shall help nature; Fll be so sure now 
Thy willingness may be fortunate — we employ thee. 
Soph, Then I'll go fetch toy wife, and take my journey. 
Tyr. Stay ! we require no pledge, we think thee honest. 
Soph. Troth, the worse luck for me ; we had both been 
made by't ; 
It was the way to make my wife great too. 
Tyr. [to Ilelvetius.] Pll teach thee to be mde and strange 
to me — 
rU not leave thee 

A title to put on, but the bare name 
That man must call thee by, and know thee miserable. 

Helv. Tis miserable, king, to be of thy making. 
And leave a better workman ; if thy honours 
Only keep life in baseness, take 'em to thee. 
And give them to the hungry ; there's one gapes. 

Soph. One that will swallow you, sir, for that jest. 
And all your titles after. 

Helv. The devil follow them. 
There's room enough for him too— Leave me, thou king. 
As poor as Truth, the mistress I now serve. 
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And never will forsake her for her plainness. 
That shall not alter me. 

Tyr. No ! — Our guard within there I 

Enter Guard. 

Guard. My lord ! 

Tyr. Bear that old fellow to our castle, prisoner ; 
Give charge he he kept close. 

Helv. Close prisoner ! 
Why, my heart thanks thee ; I shall have more time 
And liberty to virtue in one hour. 
Than all those threescore years I was a courtier. 
So, by imprisonment I sustain great loss ; 
Heaven opens to that man the world keeps close. 

[ewity with Guard, 

Saph, But Fll not go to prison to try that, 
dive me the open world, there's a good air. 

Tyr. I would fsdn send death after him, but I dare not ; 
He knows I dare not; that would give just cause 
Of her unkindness everlasting to me. 
His life may thank his daughter : — Sophonirus ! 
Here^ take this jewel, bear it as a token 
To our heart's saint, 'twill do thy words no harm ; 
Speech may do much, but wealth's a greater charm 
Than any made of words ; and, to be sure. 
If one or both should fail, I provide farther . 
Call forth those resolute fellows, whom our clemency 
Sav'd from a death of shame in time of war 
For field offences, give them charge from us 
They arm themselves with speed, beset the house 



THE SECOND MAIDEBTS TRAGEDY. 43 

Of Govianus round ; that if thou fiedl'st. 
Or stay'st beyond the time thou leav'st with them. 
They may with violence break in themselves. 
And seize her for our use. 

[eaeuni ; — manet Sophtmrtu, 
Soph. They're not so savage. 

To seize her for their own, I hope. 

As there are many knaves wiU begin first. 

And bring their lords the bottom ; I have been served so 

A hundred times myself^ by a scurvy page 

That I kept once^ but my wife lov'd him> 

And I could not help it. [emi. 



ACT III. SCENE L 

Enter Govianus, with his Lady and a Servant. 

A Fhurish, 

Govi. What is he ? 

Serv. An old lord come from the court. 

Govt. He should be wise by's years ; he will not dare 
To come about such business, 'tis not man's work. 
Art sure he desir'd to speak with thy lady. 

Serv. Sure, sir. 

Gm. 'Fdth, thou'rt mistook, 'tis with me certain. 
Let's do the man no wrdbg, go, know it truly, sir ! 
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Serv, This is a strange humour, we ' must know things 
twice. \emt. 

Gov, There's no man is so dull, but he will weigh 
The work he undertakes, and set about it 
E'en in the best sobriety of his judgment. 
With all his senses watchful ; then his guilt 
Does equal his for whom 'tis undertaken. 

Enter Servant. 

What says he now ? 
' Serv, E'en as he said at first, sir. 
He's business with my lady from the king. 

Govu Still from the king ; he will not come near, will he ? 

Serv, Yes, when he knows he shall, sir. 

Govt, I cannot think it. 
Let him be tried ! 

Serv, Small trial will serve him, I warrant you, sir. 

Go&t. Sure honesty has left man ; has fear forsook him ? 
Yes, faith, there is no fear, where there's no grace. 

Lady, What way shall I devise to giv'm his answer ? 
Denial is not strong enough to serve, sir. 

Govt, No, 'tmust have other helps. — 

Enter Sophonirus. 

I see he dares ! 
O patience, I shall lose a friend of thee ! 

Soph, I bring thee, precious lady, this dear stonb. 
And commendations from the king'my master. 
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Gati. I set before thee^ panderous lord/ thb steel. 
And much good do't thy hieart ; fall to, and. spare not ! 

[he stabs Sophwurus, 
Lady. 'Las ! what have you done, my lord ? 
Gam, Why, sent a bawd 
Home to his lodging ; nothing else, sweet heart. 

Soph. Well ! you have killM me, sir, and there's an end : 
But you'll get nothing by the hand, my lord. 
When all your cards are counted ; there be gamesters 
Not far of, will set upon the winner. 
And make a poor lord of you, ere th've left you. 
Fm fetch'd in like a fool to pay the reckoning. 
Yet youTl save nothing by't. 
Gwi, What riddle's this ? 

Soph, There she stands by thee now, who yet ere mid- 
night 
Most lie by the king's side 1 
GovL Who speaks that lie ? 

Soph. One hour will make it true, she cannot 'scape 
No more than I from death, you Ve a great game on't 
An' you look well about you, that*8 my comfort ; 
The house is round beset with armed men, 
That know their time, when to break in and seize her. 
Lady. My lord ! 

Om. Tls boldly done to trouble me, 
^en I've such business to dispatch : — ^within there I 

Enter Servant. 

Sen. My Lord ! 

Gwi. Look out, and tell me what thou see'st ! 
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Soph, tiow qnickly now my death will be reyeng'd 1 
Before the king's first sleep — I depart langlung 
To think upon the deed. 

Gwu Tis thy banquet ; 
Down, villidn, to thy everlasting weeping. 
That canst rejoice so in the rape of virtue. 
And sing light tunes in tempests, when near shipwrecked. 
And have no plank to save us ! — 

Enter Servant. 

Now, sir — quickly. 

Serv, Which way so'er I cast mine eye, my lord. 
Out of all parts o' th' house, I may see fellows. 
Gathered in companies, and all whispering. 
Like men for treachery busy. 

Lady, T\% confirm'd. 

Serv, Their eyes still fix'd upon the doors and windows. 

Gwi, I think thou'st never done, thou lov'st to talk on't, 
Tis fine discourse, prithee find other business. 

Serv, Nay, I am gone, I'm a man quickly sneap'd. \€wU, 

Govt. He's flatter'd me with safety for this hour. 

Lady, Have you leisure to stand idle ? why, niylord» 
It is for me they come. 

Govt. For thee, my glory ! 
The riches of my youth, it is for thee ! 

Lady. Then is your care so cold ? will you be robb'd 
And have such warning of the thieves? Come on, sir ! 
Fall to your business, lay your hands about you : 
Do not think scorn to work ; a resolute captain 



THB SECOND MAIDEN'S TllAGN)r. 47 

Will rather fling the treasure of his bark 

Into whales' throats^ than pirates should be gorg'd with't. 

Be not less man than he ; thou art master yet. 

And all's at thy disposing ; take thy time, 

Preyent mine enemy, away with me, 

Let me no more be seen : Fm like that treasure. 

Dangerous to him that keeps it ; rid thy hands on't ! 
Gwi I cannot lose thee so. 
Lady. Shall I be taken. 

And lost the cruellest way ? then would'st thou curse 

That love that sent forth pity to my life ! 

Too late thou wouldst ! 
Govt. Oh, this extremity ! 

Hast thou no way to 'scape them, but in soul ? 

Must I meet peace in thy destruction. 

Or will it ne'er come at me ? 

Tis a most miserable way to get it ! 

I had rather be content to live without it. 

Than pay so dear for't, and yet lose it too. 
Ladtf. Sir, you do nothing, there's no valour in you ! 

You're the worst friend to a lady in affliction 
That ever love made his companion : 
For honoris sake dispatch me ! thy own thoughts 
Should stir thee to this act, more than my weakness. 
The sufferer should not do 't, I speak thy part. 
Dull and forgetful man, and all to help thee ! 
Is it thy mind to have me seized upon 
And borne with violence to the tyrant's bed ? 
There forc'd unto the lust of all his days. 
Gm. Oh, no, thou liv'st no longer, now I think on't : 
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I take thee at all hazard. 

Lady, O stay, hold, sir ! 

Govt. Lady, I'j^hat had you made me' done now? 
You never cease *till you prepare me cruel 'gainst my heart, 
And then you turn't upon my hand and mock me. . 
. Lady, Cowardly flesh I 

Thou show*st thy faintness still, I felt thee shake 
E'en when the storm came near thee ; thou'rt the same : 
But 'twas not for thy fear I put death by ; 
I had forgot a chief and worthy business. 
Whose strange neglect — would have made me forgotten. 
I will be ready straight, sir. [she kneels in prayer. 

Govt, O poor lady! 
Why might not she expire now in that prayer, 
Since she must die, and never try worse ways ; 
Tis not so happy, for we often see 
Condemned men sick to death, yet 'tis their fortune 
To recover to their execution. 
And rise again in health to set in shame. 
What, if I steal a death unseen of her now. 
And close up all my miseries, with mine eyes ! Oh, fy. 
And leave her here alone ! that were unmanly. 

Lady, My lord, be now as sudden as you please, sir ! 
I am ready for your hand. 

Govt, But that's not ready. 
'Tis the hardest woi^ that ever man was put to, 
I know not w;hich way to begin to come to't. 
Believe me, I shall never kill thee wdl : 
I shall but shame myself, it were but folly. 
Dear soul, to boast of more than I can perform ; 
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I shall not have the power to do thee right in't : * 

Thou deserv'st death mth speed, a quick dispatch. 

The pain but of a twinkling, and so sleep ; 

If I do% I shall make thee live too long. 

And so spoil all that way ; I pr'ythee excuse me. 

Lady. I should not be disturbed an* you did well, sir : 
I have prepar'd myself for rest and silence. 
And took my leave of words ; I am Uke one 
Removing from her house, that locks i^> all; 
And rather than she would displace her goods. 
Makes shift with any thing for the time she stays ; 
Then look not for morie' speech, th' extremity speaks 
Enough to serve us both, had we no tongues. — 

[^knocking within. 
Hark! 
Within, Lord Sophonirus ! 
Govi, Which hand shall I take ? 
Lady, Art thou yet ignorant ? There is no way 
But through my bosom. 
Gwi, Must I lose thee then ? 
Lady, They're but thine enemies that tell thee so. 
His lust may part me from thee, but death never ; 
Thou can'st not lose me then, for, dying thine. 
Thou dost enjoy me still,— kings cannot rob thee. 

[knocking. 

Within, Do you hear, my lord ? 

Wy. Is it yet time, or no ? 
Honour remember thee ! 
• Om. I must— come! prepare thyself! — 

E 
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Ladt^. Never more dearly welcome. — 

[^He runs at her, and /alls by the way in a swooil 
Alas, Sir ! 

My lord, my love !— O thou poor spirited man ! 
He's gone before me ; did I trust to thee. 
And hast thou served me so ? left all the work 
Upon my hand, and stole away so smoothly ? 
There was not equal suffering shown in this. 
And yet I cannot blame thee ; every man ' 

Would seek his rest ; eternal peace sleep with thee ! 

[^She takes up the sword of Govianus, 
Thou art my servant now ; comel thou hast lost 
A fearful master, but art now prefer'd 
Unto the service of a resolute lady. 
One that knows how to employ thee, and scorns death 
As much as some men fear it. Where's hell's ministers. 
The tyrant's watch and guard ? 'tis of much worth. 
When with this key the prisoner can slip forth. — 

[^kills herself; — knocking. 

Govt. How now! What noise is this? I heard doors 
beaten. \a great knocking again. 

Where are my servants ? let men knock so loud 
Their master cannot sleep I 

fFtthin. The time's* expir'd 
And we'll break in, my lord ! 

Govt. Ha ! Where's my sword ? 
I had forgot my business. — ^O, 'tis done. 
And never was beholding to my hand ! 
Was I so hard to thee ? so respectless of thee. 
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To put all this to thee? why> it was more 

Than I was able to perform myself. 
With all the courage that I could take to me ; 
It tir'd me ; I was fain to fall and rest ; 
And hast thou, valiant woman, overcome 
Thy honour's enemies with thine own white hand. 
Where virgin-victory sits, all without help ? 
Eternal praiae go with thee ! — Spare not now. 
Make all the haste you can — PU plant this bawd 
Against the door, the fittest place for him ; 
That when with ungovemM weapons they rush in. 
Blinded with fury, they may take his death 
Into the purple number of their deeds. 
And wipe it off from mine ; — [^knocking within* 

How now, forbear. 

My lord's at hand I 
Within. My lord and ten lords more— 

1 hope the king's officers are above them all. 

Enter the Fellows, well weaponed. 

Gm. 'Life ! what do you do, take heed 1 — bless the old 
man! — 
My lord AU-ass, my lord, he's gone 1 

\it Officer, Farewell he then. 
We have no eyes to pierce thorough inch boards. 
Twas his own folly ; the king must be serv'd. 
And shall ; the best is, we shall ne'er be hang'd for't. 
There's such a number guilty. 

Owi. Poor my lord I 
He went some twice embassador, and behav'd himself 
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So wittily in all his actions. 

2nd Officer. My lord ! what's she ? 

Govt, Let me see I 
What should she be ? Now I remember her, — 
O, she was a worthy creature. 
Before destruction grew so inward mth her 1 

ist Officer. Well, for her worthiness, that's no work of 
ours; 
You have a lady, sir, the king commands her 
To court with speed, and we must force her thither. 

GavL Alas ! she'll never strive with you, she was bom 
E'en with the spirit of meekness ; is't for the king? 

\st Officer. For his own royal and most gracious lust. 
Or let me ne'er be trusted. 

Govt. Take her then 1 

2nd Officer. Spoke like an honest subject, by my troth ! 
I'd do the like myself to serve my prince. 
Where is she, sir? 

Govt. Look but upon yon face. 
Then do but tell me where you think she is ? 

2nd Officer. She's not here. 

Govi. She's yonder. 

1*^ Officer. 'Faith, she's gone 
Where we shall ne'er come at her, I see that. 

Govi. No, nor thy master, neither ; now I praise 
Her resolution, 'tis a triumph to me, 
When I see those about her. 

2nd Officer. How came this, sir ? 
The king must know. 

Govi. From yon old fellow^s prattling 
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AH your intents ; he reveal'd largely to her. 
And she was troubled with a foolish pride. 
To stand upon her honour, and so dy'd. 
1st Officer, We have done the king good sendee to kill 
him. 
More than we were aware of; but this news 
Will make a mad court : 'twill be a hard office 
To be a flatterer now, his grace will run 
Into so many moods, there'll .be no finding of him : 
As good seek a wild hare without a hound now* 
A vengeance of your babbling, these old fellows 
Wai hearken after secrets as their lives. 
Bat keep 'em in e'en as they keep their wives. 
Fellows. We have watch'd fedrly. 

[eweunt — manet G&manuf. 
Gwi. What a comfort 'tis 
To see 'em gone without her ; 'faith, she told me 
Her everlasting sleep would bring me joy. 
Vet I was still unwilling to believe her. 
Her life was so sweet to me, like some man 
In time of sickness, that would rather wish 
(To please his fearful flesh,) his former health 
Restor'd to him than death, when after trial. 
If it were possible, ten thousand worlds 
Could not entice him to return again. 
And walk upon the earth from whence he flew : 
So stood my wish, joy'd in her life and breath. 
Now gone, there is no heav'n but after death. 
Come, thou delicious treasure of mankind. 
To him that knows what virtuous woman is. 
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And can discreetly love her 1 the whole world 

Yields not a jewel like her, ransack rocks 

And caves beneath the deep : O thou fair spring 

Of honest and religious desires. 

Fountain of weeping honour, I will kiss thee 

After death's marble lip ! thou'rt cold enough 

To lie entomb*d now by my father's side. 

Without offence in kindred ; there I'll place thee 

With one I lov*d the dearest next to thee ; 

Help me to mourn, all that love chastity. [ej^it. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Enter Votarius, with Anselmus's Lady. 

Fot, Pray, forgive me, madam ; come, thou shalt \ 

Wife, I'faith 'twas strangely done, sir. 

Vot. I confess it. 

Wife. Is that enough to help it. sir ? 'tis easy 
To draw a lady's honour in suspicion. 
But not so soon recover'd and confirm'd 
To the first faith again from whence you brought it : 
Your wit was fetch'd out about other business. 
Or such forgetfulness had never seiz'd you. 

Vot, Twas but an overflowing, a spring tide 
In my affection, rais'd by too much love. 
And that's the worst words you can give it, madam. 

W\fe, Jealous of me ? 
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f^ot. You'd 've sworn yourself, madam. 
Had you been in my body, and chang'd cases. 
To 866 a fellow with a guilty pace. 
Glide through the room, his face three-quarters nighted. 
As if a deed of darkness had hung on him. 

fFife. I tell you twice, 'twas my bold woman's friend : 
Hell take her impudence. 

yot. Why, I have done, madam. 

fFife. You've done too late, sir, who shall do the rest 
now? 
Confest me yiielding ! was thy way too free ? 
Why, didst thou long to be restrain'd ? pray speak, sir I 

Fot. A man cannot cozen you of the sin of weakness. 
Or borrow it of a woman for one hour. 
But how he's wonder'd at ! when search your lives. 
We shall ne'er find it from you ; we can suffer you 
To play away your days in idleness. 
And hide your imperfections with our loves. 
Or the most part of you would appear strange creatures ; 
And now tis but our chance to make an offer. 
And snatch at foUy running ; yet to see. 
How earnest you're against us, as if we'd robb'd you 
Of the best gift your natural mother left you. 

Wife, Tis worth a kiss, iYaith, and thou shalt hav't. 
Were there not one more left for my lord's supper : 
And now, sir, I've bethought myself. 

Vol That's happy I 

if^ife. You say we're weak, but the best wits of you all 
Are glad of our advice, for ought I see. 
And hardly thrive without us. . 
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Fot, I'll say so too, 
To give you encouragement, and advance your virtues. 
*Tis not good always to keep down a woman. 

J^i/e. Well, sir, since you've begun to make my lord 
A doubtful man of me, keep on that course. 
And ply his faith still with that poor belief 
That I'm inclining unto wantonness ; 
Take heed you pass no further now. 

Fot. Why, do'st think 
I'll be twice mad together in one moon ? 
That were too much for any freeman's son. 
After his father's funeral. 

fFt/e. Well then thus, sir. 
Upholding still the same, as being embolden'd 
By some loose glance of mine, you shall attempt. 
After you've placed my lord in some near closet. 
To thrust yourself into my chamber rudely. 
As if the game went forward to your thinking. 
Then leave the rest to me : I'll so reward thee 
With bitterness of words, but, pr'ythee, pardon me. 
My lord shall swear me into honesty 
Enough to serve his mind all his life after; 
Nay, for a need, I'll draw some rapier forth. 
That shall come near my hand as 'twere by chance. 
And set a lively face upon my rage ; 
But fear thou nothing, I too dearly love thee 
To let harm touch thee. 

Fot. O, it likes me rarely, 
ril chuse a precious time for it. [eoftt Fotatius 

' Wife. Go thy ways, Fm glad I had it for thee. 
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Enter Leonella. 

Leo, Madam^ my lord entreats your company. 
mfe. Psha, ye 1 

Leo, Psha» ye ! My lord entreats your company. 
IFife. What now ? 
Are ye so short heelM. 
Leo, I am as my betters are, then. 
IFife, How came you by such impudence alate, minion ? 
You're not content to entertain your play fellow 
In your own chamber closely, which I think 
Is large allowance for a lady's woman ; 
There's many a good man's daughter is in service. 
And cannot get such favour of her mistress. 
But what she has by stealth ; she and the chamber maid 
Are glad of one between them, and must you 
Give such bold freedom to your long nos'd fellow. 
That every room must take a taste of him ?. 
Leo, Does that offend your ladyship ? 
Wife. How think you, forsooth ? 
Leo, Then he shall do't again. 
mfe. What? 
Leo. And again, madam. 
So often till it please your ladyship ; 
And when you like it, he shall do't no more. 
Wife, What's this ? 

Leo, I know no difference, virtuous madam. 
But, in love, all have privilege alike. 
Wtfe, You're a bold quean. 
Leo, And are not you, my mistress ? 



58 THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 

m/e. This is well, i'faith. 

Leo. You spare not your own flesh no more than I ; ' 
Hell take me, an' I spare you. 

Wife. O the wrongs 
That lailies do their honors, when they make 
Their slaves familiar with their weaknesses ; 
They're ever thus rewarded for that deed. 
They stand in fear e'en of the grooms they feed. 
I must be forced to speak my woman fair now. 
And be first friends with her, nay, all too little. 
She may undo me at her pleasure else ; 
She knows the way so well, myself not better. 
My wanton folly made a key for her 
To all the private treasure of my heart ; 
She may do what she list [aside'] ; come, Leonella ! 
I am not angry with thee. 
Leo. Pish ! 

fFife. Taith, I am not. 
Leo. Why, what care I, an' you be ? 
Wife, Pr'ythee, forgive me ? 
Leo. I have nothing to say to you. 
Wife. Come, thou shalt wear this jewel for my sake, 
A kiss and friends, we'll never quarrel more. 

Leo. Nay, chuse you, 'faith ; the best is an' you do. 
You know who'll have the worst on't. 
fftfe. True, myself. 

Leo. Little thinks she, I have set her forth already ; 
I please my lord, yet keep her in awe too. \aside, 

Wife. One thing I had forgot 5 I pr'ythee, wench. 
Steal to Votarius closely, and remember him 
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To wear some priry armour then about him^ 
That I may feign a fiiry without fear. 

Leo. Armour ! when, madam ? 

Wife. See now, I chid thee 
When I least thought upon thee ; thou'rt my best hand, 
I cannot be mthout thee. — ^Thus then, sirrah ! 
To beat away suspicion from the thoughts 
Of under listening servants 'bout the house, 
I have advis'd Votarius at fit time. 
Boldly to force his way into my chamber. 
The admittance being denied him, and the passage 
Kept strict by thee, my necessary woman. 
(Lai there I should hare mist thy help again ;) 
At which attempt I'll take occasion 
To dissemble such an anger, that the world 
Shall ever after swear us to their thoughts. 
As clear and free from any fleshly knowledge. 
As nearest kindred are, or ought to be. 
Or what can more eicpress it, if that faiFd. 

Leo. You know Fm always at your service, madam. 
But why some privy armour? 
Wife. Marry, sweet heart. 

The best is yet forgotten, thou shalt have 

A weapon in some comer of the chamber. 

Yonder, or there. 
Leo. Or any where : why, i'faith, madam, 

Do you think Tm to learn now to hang a weapon. 

As much as I'm incapable of what follows ? 

i'mall your mind without book, think it done, madam. 
^ife. Thanks, my good wench, I'll never call thee worse. 

[exit Wife. 
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Leo. Taith, you're like to hav't agun, an' you do, madam. 

Enter Bellarius. 

BeL What, art alone ? 

Leo. Curse me, what makes you here, sir ? 
You're a bold long-nos'd fellow. 

Bel. How! 

Leo. So my lady says. 
Taith, she and I have had a bout for you, sir. 
But she got nothing by't. 

Bel. Did not I say . still, thou would'st be too adventu- 
rous ! 

Leo. Ne'er.a whit, sir. I made her glad to seek. my 
friendship first. 

Bel. By my faith that shew'd well ; if you come off 
So brave a conqueress, to't again and spare not, 
I know not which way you should get more honour. 

Leo. She trusts me now to cast a mist, forsooth. 
Before the servants' eyes. I must remember 
Votarius to come once with privy armour 
Into her chamber, when with a fain'd fury. 
And rapier drawn, which I must lay a-purpose 
Ready for her dissemblance, she will seem 
T' act wonders for her juggling honesty. 

Bel. I wish no riper vengeance ! can'st conceive me ? 
Votarius is my. enemy ! 

Leo. That's stale news, sir. 

Bel. Mark what I say to thee ! forget of purpose 
That privy armour ; do not bless his soul 
.With so much warning, nor his hated body 



THE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 61 

With such sure safety ; here express thy love. 
Lay some empoisoned weapon next her hand. 
That in that play he may be lost for ever ; 
rd have him. kept no longer, away with him. 
One touch will set him flying, let him go. 
Leo, Bribe me but with a kiss, it shall be so. [eiseunt. 

SCENE II. 

Efiter Tyrant, discontentedly. Nobles at a distance, 

2 Noble, My Lord! 

Tyr, Begone, or never see life more ! 
m send thee far enough from court ; Memphonius ? 
Where's he now? 

Memp, Ever at your highness' service. " 

Tyr, How dar'st thou be so near, when we have threatened 
Death to thy fellow? Have we lost our power ? 
Or thou thy fear ? lif^ve us, in time of grace, 
TwiU be too late anon. 

Memp, I think 'tis so with thee already. [aside. 

Tyr, Dead! And I so healthful ! 
There's no equality in this ; stay ! 

Memp, Sir! 

Tyr, Where is that fellow brought the first report to us ? 

Memp, He waits without. 

Tyr, I charge thee give command 
That he be executed speedily, as thou*lt stand firm thyself. 

Memp, Now, by my faith. 
His tongue has helped his neck to a sweet bargain. 

[emit Memphonius, 
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Tyr, Her own fur hand so cruel ! Did she chuse 
Destruction before me ? was I no better? 
How much am I exalted to my face. 
And when I would be grac'd how little worthy I 
There's few kings know how rich they are in goodness. 
Or what estate they have in grace and virtue : 
There is so much deceit in glosers' tongues. 
The truth is taken from us ; we know nothing 
But what is for their purpose ; that's our stint; 
We are allowed no more. — O, wretched greatness \ 
ril cause a sessions for my flatterers. 
And have them all hang'd up. — *Tis done too late : 

she's destroyed, married to death and silence, 
Which nothing can divorce ; riches, nor laws. 
Nor all the violence that this frame can raise. 
I've lost the comfort of her sight for ever, 

1 cannot call this life that flames within me. 
But everlasting torment lighted up. 

To shew my soul her beggary. — A new joy 

Is come to visit me in spite of death ! 

It takes me of that sudden, I'm asham'd 

Of my provision, but a friend will bear. — ^Within there ! 

Enter Soldiers. 

\8tSoL Sir? 
2nd Sol. My lord ! 

Tpr, The men I wish'dfor, for secresy and employmenl 
Go, give order that Govianus be releas'd. 
4th Sol Releas'd, sir? 
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Tyr, Set free ; and then I trust he will fly the kingdom. 
And never know my purpose — ^Run, sir ! [ejcit 4th Soldier. 

you 
Bring me the keys of the cathedral. 

lit SoL Are you so holy now, do you curse all day. 
And go to pray at midnight ? [aside, and exit* 

Tyr, Provide you, sirs, close lanthoms and a pickaxe : 
Away, be speedy ! 

2nd Sol. Lanthoms antt a pickaxe ? 
Does he mean to bury himself alive too ? 

[eweunt 2nd and dr^f Soldiers. 
Tyr. Death, nor the marble prison my love sleeps in. 
Shall keep her body lock'd up from mine arms. 
I must not be so cozenM ; though her life 
Was like a widow's state, made o'er iu policy 
To defeat me and my too confident heart $ 
Twas a most cruel wisdom to herself. 
As much to me that lov'd her. — ^What, returned? 

Enter Ist Soldier. 

Ut SoL There be the keys, my lord. 

Tyr. I thank thy speed ; 
Here comes the rest full furnish'd : follow me. 
And wealth shall follow you. [eofit. 

Enter 2nd and 3rd Soldiers. 

Ut Sol. Wealth ! by this light 
We go to rob a church ; I hold my life 
The money will ne'er thrive ; that's a sure saw. 
What's got from grace, is ever spent in law. 
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2nd Sold, What Htrange fits grow upon him here sdate 1 
His soul has got a very dreadful leader. 
What should he make in the cathedral now. 
The hour so deep in night ? all his intents 
Are contrary to man, in spirit or blood. 
He waxes heavy in his noble mind ; 
His moods are such they cannot bear the weight. 
Nor will not long if there be truth in whispers ! 
The honorable father of the state. 
Noble Helvetius, all the lords agree 
By some dose policy shortly to set free. [eaeunt, 

SCENE HI. 

Enter the Tyrant and Soldiers at a farther door, which opened, 
brings them to the Tomb where the Lady lies buried. The Tomb 
is discovered richly set forth. 

Tyr, Softly, softly ! 
Let's give this place the peace that it requires ; 
The vaults e'en chide our steps with murmuring sounds. 
For making bold so late, — it must be done. 

\8t Sold. I fear nothing but the whorish ghost of a quean 
I kept once ; she swore she would so haunt me, I should 
never pray in quiet for her, and I have kept myself from 
church these fifteen years to prevent her. 

Tyr, The monument woos me, I must run and kiss it 
Now trust me if the tears do not e'en stand 
Upon the marble : what slow springs have I ! 
'Twas weeping to itself before I came ; 
How pity strikes e'en through insensible things. 
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And makes them shame our dulness. • 

Thon house of silence, and the calms of rest, 

Afiter tempestuous life, I claim of thee 

A mistress, one of the most beauteous sleepers, 

That ever lay so cold, not yet due to thee 

By natural death, but cruelly forc'd hither, 

Many a year before the world could spare her ! 

We miss her amongst the glories^ of our court 

When they be numbered up. All thy still strength. 

Thou grey-ey*d monument, shall nOt keep her from us ! 

Strike, villain ! tho' the echo rail us all 

Into ridiculous deafness ; pierce the jaws 

Of this cold ponderous creature. 

2nd Sol. Sir! 

Tpr. Why strik'st thou not? 

2fid SoL I shall not hold the axe fsat, Vm afraid, sir. 

TJfr. O shame of men, a soldier, and so fearful? 

2nd Soi, Tis out of my element to be in a church, sir. 
Give me the open field and turn me loose, sir. 

7^. True, thou then hast room enough to run away ; 
Tftke thou the axe from him. 

lit Sol. I beseech your grace — 
Twill come to a worse hand. Youll find us all 
Of one mind for the church, I can assure you, sir. 

Tyr. Nor thou. 

Ml Sol. I love not to disquiet ghosts 
Of any people living. 

T^r. O slaves of one opinion, give me't from thee, 
Thon man made out of fear. 
2nd Sol. By my faith, I'm glad Pm rid on't— 

F 
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I that was ne'er before in a cathedral. 

And have the battering of a lady's tomb. 

Lies hard upon my conscience at first coming ; 

I should get much by that; it shall be a warning te m^, 

111 ne'er come here again. 

T^r. No— wilt not yield ? [strikei at the tomb* 

Art thou so loth to part from her ? 

Isi Sol. What means he ? 
Has he no feeling with him ? By this light». if I be not alraid 
to stay any longer; very fear will go nigh to turn me. ^ 
some religion or other, and so make me forfeit my lieu- 
tenantship. 

Tt^r. O, have we got the mastery } help, you vassals. 
Freeze you in idleness, and can see us sweat. 

2nd Sol, We sweat with fear as much as, work can make us. 

Ti/r. Remove the stone that I may oee my mistress 1 
Set to your hands, you villains, and that nimbly> k 

Or the same axe shall make you all fly open ! 

AIL O, good my lord I 

Tyr, I must not be delay'd. 

\8t Sol, This is ten thousand times worse than eiitering: 
on a breach : 
'Tis the first stone that e\;er I tqpk off 
From any lady ; marry, I have brought 'em many ; 
Fair diamonds, sapphires, rubies. 

Tyr, O blest object ! 
I never shall be weary to behold thee ; 
I could eternally stand thus and see Aee. 
Why, 'tis not possible, death should look so fair. 
Life is not more illustrious when health smiles on't ; 
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file's only pale, the colour of tlie court. 

And most attractive ; mistresses most strive f or't ; 
And their lascivious servants most aflfect it. 
Lay to your hands again ! 

AU, My lord ? 

Tiff, Take up her body ! 

\8t Sal. How, my lord ? 

Tyr. Her body, 

1#/ Sol» life's dead, my lord. 

Tyr. True, if she were alive. 
Such slaves as you should not come near to touch her ; 
Do't, and, with all best reverence, place her here. 

lit Sol. Not only, sir, with reverence, but with fear ; 
You shall have more than your own asking once. 
I am afraid of nothing but shell rise 
At the first jog, and save us all a labour, 

2nd Sol. Then we were best take her up and never touch 
her. 

■ 

Ut Sot. How can that be ? does fear make thee mad ? 

I've took many a woman in my days. 

But never with less pleasure I protest 
7yr. O the moon rises I what reflection 

Is thrown about this sanctified building. 

E'en in a twinkling ! How the monuments glister. 

As if death's palaces were all massy silver. 

And Bcom'd the name of marble ! Art thou cold ? 

I have no faith in't yet, I believe none. 
Madam ! 'tis I, sweet lady, pr'ythee, speak, 
Tis thy love calls on thee, thy king, thy servant. 
No ! not a word, all prisoners to pale silence. 
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Ill prove a kiss. 

2d Sol, Here's fine chill venery ; 
'Twould make a pandar's heels ache. 111 be sworn ;' 
All my teeth chatter in my head to see't. 

Tpr, Thou'rt cold indeed, beshrew thee for't. 
Unkind to thine own blood, hard hearted lady ! 
What injury hast thou oflfer'd to the youth 
And pleasure of thy days? refuse the court. 
And steal to this hard lodging ! was that wisdom } 
Oh I could chide thee with mine eye brim fuU, 
And weep out my forgiveness when Pve done ! 
Nothing hurt thee but want of woman's counsel ; 
Hadst thou but ask-d th' opinion of most ladies, 
Thou'dst never come to this ! they would have told thee 
How dear a treasure life and youth had been ; 
'Tis that they fear to lose : the very name 
Can make more gaudy tremblers in a minute. 
Than heaven, or sin, or hell ; these are last thought on. 
And where got'st thou such boldness from the rest 
Of all thy timorous sex, to do a deed here 
Upon thyself, would plunge the world's best soldier. 
And make him twice bethink him, and again. 
And yet give over : Since thy life has left me, 
111 clasp the body for the spirit that dwelt in it. 
And love the house still for the mistress' sake. 
Thou art mine now, spite of destruction. 
And Govianus; and I will possess thee. 
I once read of a Herod, whose affection 
Pursued a virgin's love, ad I did thine. 
Who, for the hate she owed him, killed herself. 



THE SECOND MAIDEDTS TRAGEDY. 69 

M thou too rashly didst, without all pity, 

Yet he pre8ery*d her body dead in honey. 

And kept her long after her funeral ; 

But ril unlock the treasure-house of art .. 

With keys of gold, and bestow, all on thee. 

Here, slaves ! receive her humbly from our arms. 

Upon your knees, you villains ! all's too little. 

If you should sweep the pavement with your lips. 

Ut 1S9/. What strange brooms he invents ! 

Tyr, So ! reverently I 
Bear her before us gently to the palace. 
Place you the stone again where first we found it. 

[^edpeunt ; — manei Ist Soldier. 

Ut Sol. Must this on now to deceive all comers. 
And cover emptiness ? 'tis for all the world 
Like a great city pie brought to a table. 
Where there be many hands that lay about. 
The lid's shut close when all the meat's pick'd out. 
Yet stands to make a show and cozen people. [ea'iL 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Govianus m black, a book in his hand, his Page carrying a 

torch be/ore him. 

Govt. Already mine eye melts ; the monument 
No sooner stood before it, but a tear 
Ran swiftly from me to express her duty. 
Temple of honour ! I salute thee early. 
The time that my griefs rise ; chamber of peace ! 
Where wounded virtue sleeps lock'd from the world. 
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I bring to be acquainted with thy silence 

Sorrows that love no noise ; they dwell all imvard. 

Where truth and love in every man should dwell. 

Be ready, boy ! give me the strain again, 

Twill show well here, whilst, in my grief's devotion. 

At every rest mine eye lets fall a bead. 

To keep the number perfect. 

[^Govianui kneel* at the Tomb. His Page sin^ 

THE SONO. 

If ever pity were well plac'd 

On true desert and virtuous honor. 
It could ne'er be better grac'd ; 

Freely then bestow't upon her. 
Never lady eam'd her fame 
In virtue's war with greater strife ; 
To preserve her constant name, 
She gave up beauty, youth, and life. 
There she sleeps; 
And here he weeps. 
The lord unto so rare a wife. 
Weep, weep, and mourn ! lament. 

You vir^ns that pass by her ! 
For if praise come by death again, 
I doubt few will lie nigh her. 

Govt, Thou art an honest boy, 'tis like one 
That has a feeling of his master's passions. 
And the unmatch'd worth of his dead mistress. 
Thy better years shall find me good to thee. 
When understanding ripens in thy soul. 
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• 

Hlu'cli truly makes the man^ and not long time. 

iVythee^ withdraw a little^ and attend me 

At the cloister door. 

Page, It shall be done, my lord. [,Pfi^e retires. 

Gm, Eternal mud of honour, whose chaste body 
Lies here, like virtue's close and hidden seed. 
To spring forth glorious to eternity 
At the everlasting -harvest 1 

J ydce within-^I am not here. 

Govt, What's that? who is not here ? Fm forc'd to ques- 
tion it. 
Some idle sounds the beaten vaults send forth. 
[7%^ iombttane suddenly flies open amidst a noise like rush' 

ing wind, and a light appears in the fnidst of the tomb ; 

the Ghost of his Lady stands hefbre him in white, 

covered with Jewels^ and having a erucifia on her 

breast. 

Govi. Mercy, look to me ! — ^Taith, I fly to thee ! 
Keep a strong watch about me ! now thy friendship ! 
0, never came astonishment and fear 
So pleasing to mankind ! I take delight 
To have my breast shake, and my hair stand stiff. 
If this be sorrow, let it never die ! 
Came all the pains of hell in that shape to me, 
I should endure them smiling 1 keep me still 
In terror, I beseech thee I Fd not change 
This fever for felicity of man. 
Or all the pleasures of ten thousand ages. 

Ghost. Dear lord, I come to tell you all my wrongs. 

Gm, Welcome! Who wrongs the spirit of my love? 
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Thou art above, the injurieia . of , blood. 
They cannot reach thee now ; what .dares offend thee? 
No life that has the weight of flesh upon't, . 
And treads as I do> can now wrong my mistress. 

Ghost, The peace, that death allows me is not mine, . 
The monument is robb'd — ^behold I I'm gone. 
My body taken up. . 

Govu Tis gone, indeed. 
What villain dares so fearfully run in debt 
To black eternity ? 

Ghost, He that dares do more, the tyrant. 

Govu All the miseries below 
Beward his boldness ! 
- Ghost. I am now at court 
In his own private chamber : there he woos me. 
And plies his suit to me with as serious pains. 
As if the short flame of mortality 
Were lighted up again in my cold breast ; 
Folds me within his arms, and often sets 
A sinful kiss upon my senseless lip ; 
Weeps when he sees the paleness of my cheek. 
And will send.priyately for a hand of art. 
That may dissemble life upon my face, 
To please his lustful eye. 

Govu O piteous wrongs ! 
Inhuman injuries, without grace or mercy 

Ghost. I leave them to thy thought, dearest of. men 1 
My rest is lost, thou must restore't again. 

Govt. O, fly me not so soon ! 

Ghost: Farewell — ^true lord. [the Ghost disappear 
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Gwi. I cannot spare thee yet. Ill make myself 
Over to death too^ and well walk together 
Like loving spirits ; I pray thee, let's do so. 
She's snatch'd away by fiate, and I talk sickly ; 
I most dispatch this business upon earth. 
Before I take that journey : 111 to my brother for his wd 

or counsel. 
So wrong*d, O heaven put armour on my spirit ! 
Her body I will place in her first nest. 
Or in th' attempt lock death into my breast. [^^tV. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

EfUer VoTARius, with An8Elmu8. 

f^ot. You shall stand here, my lord, unseen, and hear all ; 
Do! deal now like a right friend with you i 

Am, Like a most Mthfid. 

Vot You shall have her mind, e*en as it comes to me. 
Though I undo her by't ; your friendship, sir. 
Is the sweet mistress that I only serve; 
I prize the roughness of a man's embrace. 
Before the soft lips of a hundred ladies. 

Ant, And thaf s an honest mind of thee. 

Vot. Lock yourself, sir. 
Into that closet, and be sure none see you. 
Tnist not a creature, well have all round clear, 
E'en as the heart affords it. 

Ant. Tis a match, sir. [exU, 
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Fot, Troth, he says true then, 'tis a match indeed. 
He does not know the strength of his own words. 
For, if he did, there'd be no mastering of him. 
He's cleft the pin in two mth a blind man's eyes ; 
Though I shoot wide. 111 cozen him of the game. \t 

Enter Leohella above in a Gallery , with her l/over, Bellar 

Leo. Dost thou see thine enemy walk i 

Bel. I would I did not. 

Leo. Pr'ythee rest quietv man ; I have feed one for hi 
A trusty catchpole too that will be sure of him ; 
Thou know'st this gallery, well, 'tis at thy use now, 
'T'as been at mine full often ; thou may'st sit 
like a most private gallant in yon comer. 
For all the play, and ne'er be seen thyself. 

Bel. Therefore I chose it. 

Leo. Thou shalt see my lady 
Flay her part naturally, more to the life 
Than she's aware on. 

Bel. Then must I be pleased ; 
Thou'rt one of the actors, thou'lt be miss'd anon. 

Leo. Alas ! a woman's action's always ready ; 
Yet I'll down now I think on't. 

Bel. Do, 'tis time« i'faith. [Leonella descei 

Am. I know not yet where I should plant belief^ 
I am so strangely tost between two tales; 
Fm told by my wife's woman the deed's done. 
And in Votarius' tongue 'tis yet to come. 
The castle is but upon yielding yet, 
Tis not deliver'd up : well, we shall find 
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The mystery shortly ; I will entertain 
^epadence of a prisoner i'th' mean time. 

[locii himself in. 

Enter Wife, toith Lbonella. 

Wife. Is all set ready, wench ? 

Leo, Peace, madam! all. 

1F\fe. Tell not me so ; she lives not for a lady 
That has less peace than I. 

Leo. Nay, good sweet madam. 
Yon would not think how much this passion alters you ; 
It drinks up all the beauty of your cheek. 
I promise you, madam, you have lost much blood. 

Wife. Let it draw death upon me, for till then 
I shaU be mistress of no true content : 
Who could endure hourly temptation, 
Andbear it asldo? 

Leo. Nay, that's most certain : 
Unless it were myself again : I can do't, 
I suffer the like daily; you should complain, madam. 

Wife. Which way, were that wisdom ? pr'ythee, wench, 
to whom? 

Jjeo. To him that makes, all whole again, my lord. 
To one that, if he be a kind good husband, 
Will let you bear no more than you are able. 

fFife. Thou know*st not what thou speakest ; why my 
lord's he 
Tliat gives him the house's freedom, all his boldness — 
Keeps him o' purpose here to war with me. 
Leo. Now I hold wiser of my lord than so. 
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He knows the worlds he would not be. so idle. 

Wife, I speak sad truth to thee ; I am not private 
In mine own chamber^ such his impudence is : 
Nay my repenting time is scarce blest from him. 
He will offend my prayers. 

Leo. Out upon him : 
I believe, madam^ he^s of no religion. 

Wife, He serves my lord, and that's enough for him : 
And preys upon poor ladies like myself; 
There's all the gentleman's devotion. 

Leo, Marry, the devil of hell give him his blessing 1 

Wife. Pray, watch the door, and suffer none to trouble us. 
Unless it be. my lord. 

Leo, Twas finely spoke that ! 
My lord indeed is the most trouble to her. 
Now must I show a piece of service here j 
How do I spend my days — shall I never 
Get higher than a lady's door keeper ? 
I must be married as my lady is, firsts 
And then, my maid may do as much for me. \imde. 

Wife. O miserable time ! except my lord 
Do wake in honourable pity to me. 
And rid this vicious gamester from his house^ 
Whom I have check 'd so often : here I vow 
ril imitate my-noble sister's fate. 
Late mistress to the worthy Govianus, 
And cast away my life as he did hers. 

Enter Votarius, to the door within, 

Leo. Back, you're too forward, sir ! there's no coming 
for you. 



Tkfi SECOND MAIDEDTS TRAGEDY. 77 

^ot. How« mistress Len, my lady's smock woman. 

Am I no fartlier in your duty yet ? 

Leo. Duty ! look for't of them you keep under, sir. 

f^ot. Youll let me in. 

Leo. Who would you speak withal ? 

f^ot. Why, the best lady you make curtesy to. 

Leo, She will not speak ^th you. 

f^ot. Have you her mind ? 
I scorn to take her answer of her broker. 

Leo. Madam? 

^f^. What's there ? How now, sir, what's your business ? 
We see your boldness plain. 

Fot. I came to see you, madam. 

fFife. Farewell then 1 though 'twas impudence too much 
When I was private. 

Fot, Madam ! 

fn/e. He was bom 
To beggar all my patience. 

Fot. Fm bold 
Still to prefer my love ; your woman hears me not. 

fFi/e, Where's modesty and honour ? Have I not thrice 
Answer'd thy lust ? 

Leo. By'r lady, I think oft'ner. [aside. 

Wife. And darest thou yet look with temptation on us ? 
Since nothing will prevail, come death, come vengeance, — 
I will forget the weakness of my kind. 
And force thee from my chamber. 

[she thrusts at Votarius with the sword. 

Vot. How now, lady ! 
'Uds life, you prick me, madam ! 
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Wife, Pr'ytbee, peace I 
I will not hurt thee ; will you yet begone, sir ? 

Leo, He's upon going, I think. 

Vot, Madam, you deal Mse with me ; O I feel it ; 
You're a most treacherous lady ! this thy glory 1 
My breast is all a-fire — Oh — [cfiet . 

Leo. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Am, Ha ! I believe her constancy too late. 
Confirmed e'en in the blood of my best friend ; 
Take thou my vengeance, thou bold pernicious strumpet, 

\k%!XB LeoneUa. 

At the same nutattt, Bellarius enters. 

That durst accuse thy virtuous lady falsely I 

Bel. O deadly poison, after a sweet banquet ! 
What make I here ? I had forgot my heart ; 
I am an actor too, and never thought on't. 
The blackness of this season cannot miss me. 
Sirrah — ^you — ^lord ! 

Wi/e. Is he there ! welcome, ruin ! 

Bel, There is a life due to me in that bosom 
For this poor gentlewoman. 

Aru. And art thou then receiver ! 
I'll pay thee largely> slave, for thy last *scape. 

[thep make a dangerous pass at one_ another, the Lad^f 
purposely runs between them, and is hilled. 

Wife. I come, Votarius ! 

Ans, Hold, if manhood guide thee ! 
O what has fury done now ? 

Bel. What has it done now ? 
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^liy lulled an honourable whore^ that's all. 
^tu. Villain ! Ill seal that lie upon thy heart. 

A constant lady ! 

[he kneeU at his Wife's side. 

Bel To the devils as could be. 
Must I prick you forward ; either up. 
Or, sir, Pll take my chance ; thou could'st kill her. 
Without repenting^ that deserv'd more pity ; 
And spend'st thy time and tears upon a quean. 

Ans. Slave ! 

Bel. That was deceiv'd once in her own deceit^ 

[they fight, both are mortaUy wounded. 
As I am now; the poison I prepared 
Upon that weapon for mine enemy's bosom^ 
Is bold to take acquaintance of my blood too. 
And serves us both to make up death withal. 

Ans. I ask no more of destiny^ but to fall 
Close by the chaste side of my virtuous mistress ; 
If all the treasure of my weeping strength 
Be left so wealthy but to purchase that^ 
I We the dear vnsh of a great man's spirit^ 
Yet favour me, O yet — ^I thank thee, fate, 
I expire cheerfully, and give death a smile. 

[Anselmus faints, 

Bel O rage ! I pity now mine eneiny's flesh. 

Enter Govianus, with Servants, 

Gm. Where should he be ? 
Ut Serv, My lady, sir, will tell you. 
SWs in her chamber here. 
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2d Serv, O ! my Lord ! 

Govt, Peace — ^my honourable brother, madam, all, — . 
So many dreadful deeds, and not one tongue 
Left to proclaim 'em. 

Bel. Yes, here, if a voice 
Some minutes long may satisfy your ear, 
Fve that time allowed it. 

GavL 'Tis enough. 
Bestow it quickly, ere death snatch it from thee. 

BeL That lord, your brother, made his friend Votarius 
To tempt his lady ; she was won to lust. 
The act revealed here by her serving woman 5 
But that wise close adultress, stor'd mth art 
To prey upon the weakness of that lord. 
Dissembled a great rage upon her love. 
And indeed kill'd him, which so won her husband. 
He slew this right discoverer in his fury, 
Who, being my mistress, I was mov'd in haste • 
To take some pains with him, and he's paid me for it. 
As for the cunning lady, I commend her ; 
She performed that which never woman tried. 
She ran upon our weapons and so died. 
Now you have all, I hope I shall sleep quiet. {fRei. 

Ans. O thunder! that awakes me e'en from death. 
And makes me curse my confidence with cold lips ; 
I feel his words in flames about my soul. 
He's more than kiird me. 

Govt. Brother ! 
Ans. I repent the smile 
That I bestow'd on destiny ? O whore ! 
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I fling thee thus from my believing breast 
With all the strength I have, my rage is great. 
Although my veins grow beggars ; now I sue 
To die far from thee ; may we never meet : 
Were my soul bid to joy's eternal banquet^ 
And were assur'd to find thee there a guest, 
Pd sap with torments, and refuse that feast. 

thou beguiler of man's easy trust. 

The serpent's wisdom is in women's lust. [dies. 

Gani. Is death so long a coming to mankind. 
It must be met half way ? O cruel speed ! 
There's few men pay their debts before their day ; 
If they be ready at their time 'tis well : 
And but a few that are so ; what strange haste 
Was made among these people 1 My heart weeps for't. 
Go, bear those bodies to a place more comely. 
Brother, I came for thy advice, but I 
Find thee so ill a counsellor to thyself. 
That I repent my pains, and depart sighing. 
The body of my love is still at court : 

1 am not well to think on't, the poor spirit 
Was mth me once again about it, troth ; 
And I can put it off no more for shame. 
Though I desire to have it haunt me still. 
And never to give over, 'tis so pleasing. 

I must to court, Fve plighted iny faith to't ; 

T 'as open'd me the way to the revenge. 

Tyrant, 111 run thee on a dangerous shelf, 

Though I be forc'd to fly this land myself. [eofii, 

6 
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SCENE 11. 

Enter Tyrant, wUh Attendants, 

Tyr, In vain my spirit wrestles with my blood : 
Affection will be mistress here on earth ; 
The house is hers, the soul is but a tenant. 
I have task'd myself but with the abstinence 
Of one poor hour, yet cannot conquer that : 
I cannot keep from sight of her so long ; 
I starve mine eye too much : go, bring her forth 
As we have caused her body to be deck'd 
In all the glorious riches of our palace ; 
Our mind has felt a famine for the time ; 
All comfort has been dear and scarce with us. 
The times are alter'd since — strike on^ sweet harmony I 

Enter Soldiers, with the Lady. 

A braver world comes towards us. 

{They bring the body in a chair, dressed up in black vehet, 
which sets out the paleness of the hands and face ; and a 
fair chain of pearl across the breast, and thecrvcifia above 
it ; he stands silent awhile, letting the music play, beckm^ 
ing the soldiers that bring her in to make obeisance to ker, 
and he himself makes a low honour to the body, and khies 
the hand. 

A Song, 
O what is beauty that's so much adored? 
A flattering glass that cozens her beholders. 
One night of death makes it look pale and horrid. 



THE SECOND BIAII»IirS TRAOCDY. 83 

The dainty preseiVd flesh how soon it moulders. 
To love it living it bewitcheth many. 
But after life is seldom heard of any. 

1st Sol. By this hand, mere idolatry ; I make courtesy 
To my damnation : I have learnt so much, 
Thou|(h I could never know the meaning yet 
Of all my Latin prayers, nor ne'er sought for't. 

7Jfr. How pleasing art thou to us even in death ! 
I love thee yet above all women living ; 
I can see nothing to be mended in thee. 
But the too constant paleness of thy cheek : 
Pd give the kingdom but to purchase there 
The breadth of a red rose in natural colours. 
And think it the best bargun that ever king made yet. 
But fate's my hindrance ; 
And I must only rest content with art. 
And that I'll have in spite on't; is he come, sir ? 

2nd Soi. Who, my lord ? 

7}fr, Dull — ^the fellow that we sent 
For a picture drawer ; 
A lady's forenoon tutor ; is he come, sir ? 

Isi Sol. Not yet retum'd, my lord. 

7>r. The fool, belike. 
Makes his choice carefully, for so we charg'd him. 
To fit our close deeds with some private hand. 
It is no shame for thee, most silent mistress. 
To stand in need of art, when youth 
And all thy warm friends h&ve forsook thee I 
Women alive are glad to seek her friendship. 
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To make up the fair number of their graces. 

Or else the reckoning would fall short sometimes, 

An^ servants would look out for better wages. 

Enter 3rd Soldier, with Govianus disguised, 

2nd Sol, He's come, my lord. 

Tf/r, Depart then : is that he ? 

3rd Sol. The privatest I could get,- my lord. 

Govt, [aside.'] O Heaven ! marry patience to my spirit ! 
Give me a sober fury I beseech thee, 
A rage that may not overcharge my blood. 
And do myself most hurt ! 'tis strange to me 
To see thee here at court, and gone from hence. 
Didst thou make haste to leave the world for this ? 
O who dares play with destiny but he 
That wears security so thick upon him. 
The thought of death and hell cannot pierce through ! 

Tt/r. 'Twas circumspectly carried : leave us, go ! 
Be nearer, sir, thou'rt much commended to us. 

Govt. It is the hand, my lonl, commends the workman. 

Tf/r. Thou speak'st both modesty and truth in that : 
We need that art that thou art master of. 

Govt. My king is master both of that and me. 

Tt/r, Look on yon face, and tell me what it wants. 

Govi, Which ? that, sir. 

Tyr. That ! what wants it? 

Govi. Troth, my lord. 
Some thousand years' sleep, and a marble pillow. 

T^r. What's that ? observe it still : all the best arts 
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I Have the most fddls and drunkards to their master. 
Thy apprehension has too gross a film 
To be employed at court ; what colour wants she ? 
Giwi. By my troths all^ sir ; I see none she has. 
Nor none she cares for. 
T^r. I am over matchM here. 
Govt, A lower chamber, with less noise, were kindlier 
For her, poor woman,. whatso'er she was. 

Ttfr, But how if we be pleas'd to have it thus. 
And thou well hired to do what we command i 
Is not your work for money ? 

Govt. Yes, my lord : 
I would not trust but few, an' I could chuse. 

Tt/r, Let but thy art hide death upon her face, 
That now looks fearfully on us, and strive 
To give our eye delight in that pale part 
Which draws so many pities from these springs. 
And thy reward for't shall outlast thy end, . 
And reach to thy friend's fortunes and his friend. 

GovL Say you so, my lord : 111 work out my heart then. 
But I'll shew art enough. 

Ttfr. About it, then : 
I never wish'd so seriously for health 
After long sickness. 

GwL [aside*'] A religious trembling shakes me by the 
hand. 
And bids me put by such unhallow'd business. 
But revenge calls for't, and it must go forward, 
Tu time the spirit of my love took rest ; 
Poor soul ! 'tis weary, much abus'd and toil*d. 

\Gavianu8 paints the face of the body. 
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T^r. Could I now aend for. one to renew heat 
Within her bosom, that were a fine workman 
I should but too much love him ; but, alas ! 
lis as impossible for living fire 

To take hold there, as for dead ashes to bum back again 
Into those hard tough bodies whence they fell. 
Life is removed from her now, as the warmth 
Of the bright sun from us, when it makes winter. 
And kills with unkind coldness ; so is't yonder : 
An everlasting frost hangs now upon her. 
And as in such a season men will force 
A heat into their bloods with exercise, 
In spite of extreme weather, so shall we 
By art force beauty on yon lady's face. 
Though death sit frowning on't a storm of hail,. 
To beat it off — our pleasure shall prevail. 

Govi My lord ! 

Tyr. Hast done so soon i 

Govt, That's as your grace 
Gives approbation. 

Tyr, O, she lives again ! 
She'll presently speak to me, keep her up ! 
I'll have her swoon no more, there's treachery in't; 
Does she not feel warmer to thee ? 

Govu Very little, sir. 

Tyr. The heat wants cherishing then, our arms and lips 
Shall labour life into her ; wake, sweet mistress ! 
^is I that call thee at the door of life. [Jnssea the bodyJ] Ha 1 
I talk so long to death, Pm sick myself : 
Methinks an evil scent still follows me. 
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GtwL May be 'tis nothing but the colour, sir. 
That I laid on. 

T^r. Is that so strong } 

Govt. Yes, faith, sir, 
*Twas the best poison I could get for money, [throws off his 

Tyr. Govianus ! [disguise, 

Govi. O thou sacrilegious villain ! 
Thou thief of rest, robber of monuments ! 
Cannot the body, after funeral. 
Sleep in the grave for thee ? must it be raisM, 
Only to please the wickedness of thine eye? 
Do all things end with deaths and not thy lust ? 
Hast thou devis'd a new way to danmation. 
More dreadful than the soiil of any sin 
Oid ever pass yet between earth and hell ?• 
Dost strive to be particularly plagu'd 
Above all ghosts beside ? 
Thou scom'st a partner in thy torments too ! 

Tyr. What fury gave thee boldness to attempt 
This deed^ for which I'll doom thee with a death 
Beyond the extremest tortures ? 

Gavi, I smile at thee. 
Draw all the deaths that ever mankind suffer'd 
Unto one head to help thine own invention. 
And make my end as rare as this thy sin. 
And foil as fearful to the eyes of women. 
My spirit shall ^y singing to his lodgings 
In midst of that rough weather. Doom me, tyrant I 
Had I fear'd death I'd never appear'd noble, • 
To seal this act upon me, which e'en honours me 



I 
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Unto my mistress' spirit, — ^it loves me for't. 
I told my heart 'twould prove destruction to't, 
AVho hearing 'twas for her, charg'd me to do't. 

Enter the Ghost, tfi the same form as the Body in the chair. 

Tyr, Thy glories shall be shortened, who's within there ? 

[he 8ees the Ghost, 
I call'd not thee, thou enemy to firmness. 
Mortality's earthquake ! 

Govi, Welcome to mine eyes. 
As is the day-spring from the morning's womb 
Unto that wretch whose nights are tedious ! 
As liberty to captives, health to labourers. 
And life still to old people, never weary on't, 
80 welcome art thou to me I the deed's done. 
Thou queen of spirits ! he has his end upon him : 
Thy body shall return to rise again. 
For thy abuser falls, and has no power 
To vex thee farther. . 

Ghost. My truest love ! 
Live ever honoured here, and blest above. 

Tyr. Oh, if there be a hell for flesh and spirit, 
'Tis built within this bosom — 

Enter Nobles. 

My lords, treason I 
Govi. Now, death, I'm for thee ; welcome 1 
Tyr. Your king's poisoned 1 
Mem. The King of heaven be prais'd for it I 
Tyr. Lay hold on him. 
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Od Govianus ! 

Mem. E'en with the best loves 
Aod truest hearts that ever subjects owed. 
Tyr, How's that? I charge you all, lay hands on him. 
Mem, Look you, my lord, your will shall be obe/d : 
Here comes another, well have his hand too. 

Enter Helvetius. 

Helv. You shall have both mine, if that work go forward, 
Beside my voice and knee. 

Tyr. Helvetius ! then my destruction was confirmed 
amongst 'em ; 
Premeditation wrought it. O, my torments ! 

All. Live Govianus long, our virtuous king ! [flourish. 
t Tyr. That thunder strikes me dead. 

Govu I cannot better . 
Reward my joys than with astonishM silence ; 
For all the wealth of words is not of power 
To make up thanks for you, my honoured lords - 
Tm like a man pluckM up from many ^waters. 
That never look'd for help, and am here placed. 
Upon this cheerful mountain, where prosperity 
Shoots forth her richest beam. 

Mem. Long-injured lord I 
The tyranny of his actions grew so weighty. 
His life so vicious — 

Helv. To which this is witness. 
Monster in sin ! this, the disquieted body 
Of my too resolute child in honour's vtrar. 

Mem. That he became as hateful to our minds, 



90 THK SECOND MAIDEKPS TRAGEDY. 

Heh. Ab death's unwelcome to a house of rieh^ls ; 
Or what can more express it? 

Gom, Well, he's |2^one. 
And all the kingdom's ctUs perish Mdth him 1 
And since the body of that Tirtuous lady 
Is taken from her rest, in memory 
Of her admired mistress, 'tis our will. 
It receive honour dead, as it took part 
With us in all afflictions when it lived ; 
Here place her injthis throne, crown her our queen,* 
The first and last that ever we make ours. 
Her constancy strikes so much firmness in us. 
That honour done, let her be solemnly borne 
Unto the house of peace, from whence she came. 
As queen of silence. 

\the Spirit here enters again, and stays to go out 
with the body, as it were attending it, 
O welcome, blest spirit ! 
Thou needst not mistrust me, I hare a care 
As jealous as thine own : we'll see it done. 
And not believe report ; our zeal is such. 
We cannot reverence chastity too much. 
Lead on ! I would, those ladies that fill honour's rooms 
Might all be borne so virtuous to their tombs ! 

[solemn music plays them out. 



• A rimilar Instimflft of potthumoiu ooranatiaii ii mentioiicd in 
Liuiad, Canto III. 



THE END. 
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This play agrees perfectly with the description given of it 
in the title ; it is certainly a most pleasant conceited co- 
medy, rich in humour, and written altogether in a right 
merry vein. The humour is broad and strongly marked, and 
at the same time, of the most diverting kind ; the charac- 
ters are excellent, and admirably discriminated ; the comic 
parts of the play are written with most exquisite drollery, 
and the serious with great truth and feeling. It is as- 
cribed, in Garrick's collection, in manuscript, to Joshua 
Cooke, " probably,'' says the Biographia Dramatica, '' John 
Cooke, the author of Green's Tu quoque'* There does not, 
however, appear to be any authority for attributing these 
two plays to the same author, and the resemblance between 
tkem in style and character is not sufficiently strong to 
warrant that conclusi on, independently of other evidence. 
Of the present piece there were five editions,* within a short 
period, with all of which the present reprint has been care- 
My collated, and is now, for the first time, divided into 
acts and scenes. 

• In 1602, 1605, 1608, 1630, and 1634. 
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Old Master Arthur. 
Old Master Lusam. 
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* Fran the similarity of the names it seems the author originally intended 
to make Voung Lusam the son of Old Lusam and brother of Mistress Arthur, 
Im afterwards changed his intention : in page 10 the latter calls him a stranger 
o her, although he is the intimate firiend of her husband. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

The Exchange. 

Bnter Young Master Arthur, and Young Master Lusam. 

y. Art, I TELL you true, sir, but to every man 
I would not be so lavish of my speech. 
Only to you, my dear and private friend, 
Al^ough my wife in every eye be held 
Of beauty and of grace sufficient. 
Of honest birth and good behaviour, 

Abk to win the strongest thoughts to her. 

Yet, in my mind, I hold her the most hated 

And loathed object that the world can yield. 

B 
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Y, Lus. Oh, Master Arthur, bear a better thought 
Of your chaste wife, whose modesty hath won 
The good opinion and report of all : 
By heaven ! you wrong her beauty, she is fair. 

F. Art, Not in mine eye. 

y. Iais* O you are cloy'd with dsdnties. Master Arthui 
And too much sweetness glutted hath your taste. 
And makes you loath them : at the first 
You did admire her beauty, prais'd her face. 
Were proud to have her follow at your heels 
Through the broad streets, when all censuring tongues 
Found themselves busied, as she past along, 
T' extol her in the hearing of you both. 
Tell me, I pray you, and dissemble not. 
Have you not, in the time of your first-love, 
Hugg'd such new popular and vulgar talk. 
And gloried still to see her bravely deck'd ? 
But now, a kind of loathing hath quite chang'd 
Your shape of love into a form of hate ; 
But on what reason ground you this hate ? 

Y. Art, My reason is my mind, my ground my will, 
I will not love her : if you ask me why 
I cannot love her, let- that answer you. 

y. Lus, Be judge, all eyes, her face deserves it not ; 
Then on what root grows this high branch of hate ? 
Is she not loyal, constant^ loving, chaste. 
Obedient, apt to please, loth to displease. 
Careful to live, chary of her good name. 
And jealous of your reputation ? 
Is she not virtuous, wise, religious ? 
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should you wrong her to deny aU this ; 
Good Master Arthur, let me argue with you. 

[thep walk aside. 

Enter Master Anselm, and Master Fuller. 

FttL Oh, Master Anselm, grown a lover, fie ! 
What might she be on whom your hopes rely i 

Am. What fools they are that seem most wise in love, 
How wise they are that are but fools in love. 
Before I was a lover I had reason 
To judge of matters, censure of idl sorts. 
Nay, I had wit to call a lover fool, 
And look into his folly with bright eyes. 
But now intruding love dwells in my brain. 
And A'antidkly hath shoulder'd reason thence : 
I am not old, and yet, alas 1 I doat ; 
I have not lost my sight, and yet am blind ; 
No bondman, yet have lost my liberty ; 
No natural fool, and yet I want my wit. 
What am I then } let me define myself, 
A dotard young, a blind nlttn that can see, 
A witty fool, a bond-^man thai is free. 

Ful Good aged youth, blind' seer, and wise fool, 
Loose your free bonds, and «et your thoughts to school. 

Enter Old Master Arthur and Old Master Lusam. 

0. Art, Tis told me, Master Lusam, that my son 
And your chaste daughter, whom we matched together, 
Wrangle and fall at odds, and brawl and chide. 

^. bus. Nay, I think so, I never look'd for better : 
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This 'tis to marry children when they are yoimg. 
I said as much at firsts that such young brats 
WouM 'gree together even like dogs and cats. 

O. ArU Nay, pray you. Blaster Lusam, say not so ; 
There was great hope^ though they were matched but young-, 
Thar virtues would Imve made them sympadnae. 
And Htc together like two quiet saints. 

O. Ims, You say true^ there was great hope, indeed,' 
They would have liv'd like saints; bvt wheBe^^ the fault ?- 

t>. ArU If fame be true, the most fault's in my son. 

O. lAi». You say true. Master Arthur, 'tis so indeed. ' ' 

O. ArU r^ay, sir, I do not altogether excuse 
Your daughter, many lay the blame on her. 
. O. La9. Ah ! say you so? by the mass, 'tk like enoi^. 
For, from her childhood, she hath been a shrew. 

O. ArU A shrew ? you wrong her ; all the town admires 
her 
For mildness, chasteness, and humility. 

O. Lus, 'Fore God, you say w^ll, she is so indeed ; 
The city doth admire her for these virtues. 

O, Art. O, sir, you praise yoor difld too palpably ; 
She's mild and diaste, but not admir'd so much. 

O. 1am. Aye, so I say, I did not SMiii admir'd. 

O. Art, Yes, if a man do w^ eonnder her. 
Your daughter is the wonder of her sex* 

O, Lu9. Are you advis'd of that? I cannot tell 
What tis you call the wonder of her sex. 
But she is, is she, aye, indeed, she is. — 

O.ArU What is she? 

O. Lus. Even what you will, you know beat what she is. 
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Am. Yon b her liiisteul : < lei m leave this walk : 
Hov full ajpe bad thdijghts^of SBUj^kiMi ; 
Iloie, bat loath myself for loving so, 

M, Medhe/mtra teipsum, 
f Jw. Heu nUki!' qmdnuUis amw est meditmMi* herbu. 

' [eaewu AuBeimimd-FkUier. 

"t. Art, All your persuasions are to no effect, 
Never allege her virtues nor her beauty. 
My setUfid unkindness hath begot 
A lesolution to be unkind still. 
My noging pleasures love variety. 

F. Iau, Oil,' too unkind unto so kind a wife. 
Too virtueless to one so virtuous. 
And too unchaste unto so chaste a matron. 

y. Art, But, soft, sir, see where my two fathers are 
Busily talkk^, let us shrink aside^ 
For if they see me they are bent to chide. 

[eweunt F. Arthur and Y. Lusam. 

0. Art. I think 'tis best to go straight to the house, 
^Viid make them friends again ; what think you, sir ? 

0, Liu. I think so too. 

0. Art, Now I remember too that's not so good. 
For divers reasons I think best stay here. 
And leave them to their wrangling, what think you? 

0, Iau. I think so too. 

O.Art, Nay, we will go, that's certain. 

0. Liu. Aye, *tis best, 'tis best, in sooth, there's no way 
but to go. 

^A Art. Yet if our going should breed more unrest, 



i 
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More discord^ more dissension, more debate, . 
More wrangling, where there is enough already, 
'Twere better stay than go. 

O. Lu9, 'Fore God, 'tis true ; 
Our going may, perhaps, breed more debate. 
And then we may, too late, wish we had staid ; 
And, therefore, if you will be rul'd by me. 
We will not go, that's flat : nay, if we love 
Our credits, or our quiets, let's no^ gp. 

O, Art, But if we love their credits or their quiets, v 
must go 
And reconcile them to their former love ; 
Where there is strife betwixt a man and wife 'tis hell. 
And mutual love may be con^par'd to heaven. 
For then their souls and spirits are at peace.. 
Come, Master Lusam, now 'tis dinner time ; 
When we have din'd, the flrst work we will make 
Is to decide their jars for pity's sake. 

O, Lus* Well fare a good heart ! yet are you advb*d? 
Go, said you. Master Arthur? I will run 
To end these broils that discord hath begun. [eaeu, 

SCENE II. 

Young Arthufs House. 

Enter Mistress Arthur, and Pipkin. 

Mis. Art. Come hither. Pipkin, how chance you tread 

softly ? 
Pip. For fear of breaking, mistress. 
Mis, Art. Art thou afraid of breaking, how so ? 
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Pip. Can you blame me, mistress ? I am crackM 

already. 
Mu.Art. CrackM, I^pkin^how? hath any cracked your 

crown ? 
Pip. No^ mistress^ I thank Ood, my crown is current, 
but— 

Mii. Art. But what f 

Pip. The nudd gave me not my supper yesternight, so 
that indeed my belly wambled, and standing near the great 
seiHX)al fire in the hall, and not being full, on the sudden 
I cracked, and you know, mistress, a pipkin is soon 
broken. 

Mis. Art, Sirrah ! run to the Exchange, and if you there 
Can find my husband, pray him to come home ; 
Tell Mm I will not eat a bit of bread 
Until I see him ; pr'ythee. Pipkin, run. 

Pip. By'r lady, mistress, if I should tell him so, it may 
be he would not come, were it for no other cause but to 
save charges ; I'll rather tell him, if he come not quickly, 
you will eat up all the meat in the house, and then, if he 
be of my stomach, he will run every foot and make the 
more haste to dinner. 

Mis. Art. Aye, thou may'st jest, my heart is not so light 
It can digest the least conceit of joy : 
Entreat him fairly, though I think he loves 
All places worse that he beholds me in ; 
^ilt thou begone ? 

/*ip. Whither, mistress, to the Change? 

Mxs. Art. Aye, to the Change. 

Pip. I will, mistress : hoping my master will go so oft 
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to the Change, that at length he wiU chauge his iniiid* 
and use you more kindly. O^ it were brave if my master 
could meet with a merchant of ill-ventures, to bar|pin 
with him for all his bad conditional and he sell them out- 
right, you should have a quieter heart, and we all a quic^r 
house: but hoping, mistress, you will pass pver all these 
jars and squabbles in good health, as my master was at the 
making thereof, I commit you. 
. Mis. Art. Make haste again, I pr*ythee. [ewit PipMn,'\ 

.'^nil I see him. 
My heart will never be at rest within me : 
My husband hath of late so much estranged 
His words, his deeds, his heart from me. 
That I can seldom have his company ; 
And even that seldom with such discontent. 
Such frowns, such chidings, such impatience, i 

That did not truth and virtue arm my thoughts. 
They would confound me with despair and hate. 
And make me run into extremities. 
Had I deserved the least bad look from him, 
I should account myself too bad to live. 
But honoring him in love and chastity. 
All judgements censure £reely of my wrongs. 

^»/^ Young Master Arthur, Young Masttbr Lusam, imm/ 

Pipkin. 

F. Art. I^pkin, what said she when she sent for me ? 
Pip. Tuth, master, she said little, but she thought more. 
For she was very melancholy. 

Y. Art. Did I not tell you she was melancholy ? 
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ForooAiilg else but that she sent for me^ 
And fearii^ I would coqie to dine with her. 

F. Lut, O you mistake her ; . even, upon my 8oul> 
I dnrit affirm you wrong, her chastity. 
See,iHiere she doth atteifd your comipg home. 

iRi,Art, Come> Master Arthur, shall, we in to dinner ? 
l^mh, be gone, and see it served in. 

F. bus. Will you not speak unto her ? 

Y.Art, No^ not I ; unll you go in, sir? 

i/tt. Art. Not speak to me ! nor once look towards me ! 
It is my duty to begin, I know. 
And I mU breakithis ice of curtesy. 
You are welcome ;home, sir. 

Y.Art. Hark, Master Lusam, if she mock me not ! 
You are welcome home,' sir; am I. welcome home ? 
Good faith ! I care not if I be or no. 

F. Lut, Thus you misconstrue; all things. Master Arthur. 
^\ if her true love melt not into tears. 

Y.Art. She weeps, but why? that I am come so soon. 
To hinder her of some appointed guests. 
That, in my absence, revel in my house : 
She weeps to see me in her company. 
And, were I absent, she would laugh with joy. 
She weeps to make me weary of the house. 
Knowing my heart cannot away with grief. 

Mt. Art, Knew I that mirth would make you love my 
bed, • 
I would enforce my heart to be more merry. 

• F. Art, Do you not hear ? she would enforce her heart ; 
AU mirth is forc'd that she can make with me. 
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Y. Lfus. O misconodty how bitter is thy taste ! 
Sweet Master Arthur, Mistress Arthur too. 
Let me entreat you reconcile these jars. 
Odious to heaven, and most abhorr'd of men. 

3fU, Art. You are & stranger, sir, hut by your words 
Yon do appear an honest gendenum . 
If you profess to be my husband's friend. 
Persist in these persuanons, and be judge 
With all indifference in these discontents. 
Sweet husband, if I be not fedr enough 
To please your eye, range where you list abroad. 
Only, at coming home, speak me but fedr : 
If you delight to change, change when you please. 
So that you will not change your love to me. 
If you delight to see me drudge and toil, 
I'll be your drudge, because 'tis your delight. 
Or if you think me unworthy of the name 
Of your chaste wife, I will become your msdd. 
Your slave, your servant, any thing you wiU, 
If fur that name of servant, and of slave. 
You will but smile upon me now and then. 
Or if, as I well think, you cannot love me. 
Love where you list, only but say you love me : 
ril feed on shadows, let the substance go. 
Will you deny me such a small request ? 
What, will you neither love nor flatter me ? 
O, then, I see your hate here doth but wound me. 
And with that hate it is your frowns confound me. 

Y. Lu8. Wonder of women ! why, hark you. Master Ar- 
thur ! 
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What is your wife, a woman, or a saint ? 

A wife, or some bright angd come from heaT'n ? 

Are you not mov'd at this straage.spectack f 

This day I have beheld a mirade. 

When I attempt this sacred nuptial life, 

I beg of heaven to fiiid me such a wife. - 

Y, Art, Ha, ha ! a miracle, a prodigy ! 
To see a woman weep is as much pity ^ 
As to see foxes digg*d out of their holes. 
If thou wilt pleasure me> let me see thee less ; 
Grieve much ; they say grief often shortens life : 
Come not too near me, 'till I call thee wife, 
And that will be but seldom. I h^II tell thee 
How thou shalt win my heartr— die suddenly. 
And ril become a lusty widower : 
The longer thy life lasts,, the more my hate 
And loathing still increaseth towards thee. 
When I come home and find thee cold as earth. 
Then will I love thee : thus thou knoWst my mind. 
Come, MasCier Lusam, let us in to dine. 

Y. Lus. O, sir, you too much affect this evil ; 
Poor saint ! why wer't thou yok'd thus with a devil ? [aside, 

\jeweufU y. Art, and Y, Lus. 
Mii. Art, If thou wilt win my heart, die suddenly 1 
Bat that my soul was bought at such a rate, 
At such a high price as my Saviour's blood, 
I would not stick to lose it with a stab ; 
Bat, virtue, banish all such fiantasies. 
He is my husband, and I love him well ; 
Next to my own soul's health I tender him, 
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And would give all tihe pleasures of the world. 

To buy his loye if I.iiiight purchase it. 

I'll follow him, and like a servant wait. 

And strive by all means to prevent his hate^ ^eAi 

Enter Old Master Arthur and.OLD AIastbr Lusam. 

O. u4ri. This is my. son's house, were it best go in. 
How say you. Master Lusam i 

O. Lu8, How, go in^ how say you, sir } 

O. Art, I say 'tis best. 

O. Lus, Aye, sir, say you so ? so say 1 too. 

O. Art. Nay, nay, it is not best; I'll tell you why. . 
Haply the fire of hate is quite extinct 
From the dead embers ; now to rake them up. 
Should the least spark of discontent appear. 
To make the flame of hatle4 bom afresh^ 
The heat of this dissension might scorch us; 
Which, in his own cold ashes smother'd up, 
May die in silence, and revive no more : 
And therefore tell me, is it best or no ? 

O. Jutf . How say yon, sir ? 

0. Art. I say it is not best. 

O. Lug, Mass, you say well, sir, and so say I too. 

O. Art. But shall we lose our labour to come hither. 
And, without sight of our two children. 
Go back again ? nay*, we will in, that's sure^ • . 

O. Lus, In, quoth«» do you make a doubt of that t 
Shall we come thus fEU*,and in such post haste, . 
And have our children here, and both wilkin. 
And not behold them e'er our back-retwn ^ 
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It were unfriaMHj^ itd unfatheriy. 

ikm% MiitQr.Artkiir* pray yduiollow me. 

0. Ah. Nwf, but htA yim, dr, wlU you not knock i 

0. Lut. Is't best to laiikki 

O.Art, Aye, kaoek in any case. 

0. Lus, Twiui well you put it ia my mind to knock, 
I liad forgrotten it else, I promise you. 

O.Art, Tush! is't not my son's and your daughter's 
door. 
And shaH we two stand knocking? Lead the way. 

O.Iau, Knock at omr difldren's doors ! that were a jest. 
Are we such iofMy tomake ourselves so strange 
Where we skoold still be boldest ? In, for shame ! 
We will not standiq^on such: ceremoioies. [e^teuni, 

SCENE III. 

The Street, 

Enter Anselm and Fuller. 

M Speak,' in what cue, sir, do you find your heart, 
^(Hvtbou hast slept a little on thy love? 
Am, like one that strives to shun a little plash 
^shallow water,- and, avoiding it, 
flonges into a river past his depth : 

Like one that from a small spark steps aside, ^ 

hA falls in headlong to a greater flame. 

Ful But in such fires scorch not thyself, for shame I 
If she be fire, thou art so fiar from burning. 
That thou hast scarce yet warm'd thee at her face ; 
fiat, list to me, 1*11 turn thy heart from love. 
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And make thee loath all of the feminine sex. 

They that have known me, knew me once of name 

To be a perfect wencher • I have tried 

All sorts, all sects, all states, and find them still 

Inconstant, fickle, always variable. 

Attend me, man ! I will prescribe a method 

How thou shalt ^vin her without all peradventtire. 

Arts. That would I gladly hear. 

FuL I was once like thee, 
A sigher, melancholy, humourist. 
Grosser of arms, a goer without garters, 
A hatband-hater, and a busk-point* wearer. 
One that did use much bracelets made of hair. 
Rings on my fingers, jewels in mine ears. 
And, now and then, a wench's carkanet. 
That had two letters for her name in pearl : 
Scarfs, garters, bands, wrought waistcoats, gold-stitch'd 

caps, 
A thousand of those female fooleries ; 
But when I look'd into the glass of reason, straight I began 
To loath that female bravery, and henceforth 
Study to cry peccavi to the world. 

Ans, I pray you, to your former argument ; 
Prescribe a means to \nn my best belov'd. 

FuL First, be not bashful, bar all blushing tricks. 
Be not too apish female, do not come 

* Buak-point, the lace with its tag which secured the end of the busk, a 
piece of wood or whalebone worn by women in front of the stays to keep them 
straight 
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With foolish sonnets to present her with. 
With legs, with ciirtsies, congees, and such like : 
Nor mth pennM speeches, or too far-fetch-d sighs, 
I hate such antique quaint formality. 

Ans. Oh, but I cannot watch occasion. 
She dashes every proffer with a frown. 

FuL A frown, a fool I art thou afraid of frowns ? 
He that will leave occasion for a frown. 
Were I his judge (all you his case bemoan) 
His doom should be, ever to lie alone. 

j4ns. I cannot chuse but when a wench says nay. 
To take her at her word and leave my suit. 
Ful. Continue that opinion, and be sure 
To die a virgin chaste^ a maiden pure. 
It was my chance once> in my wanton days. 
To court a wench ; hark, and I'll tell thee how : 
1 came unto my love, and she look'd coy, 
I spake unto my love, she tumM aside, 
^touch'd my love and 'gan with her to toy, 
^ut she sat mute, for anger or for pride ; 
' striv'd and kiss-d my love, she cry'd, — away, 
^ou would'st have left her thus, I made her stay. 
'* catch'd my love, and wrung her by the hand, 

* took my love and set her on my knee, 
Ajid pull'd her to me ; oh, you spoil my band, 

* ou hurt me, sir, pray let me go, quoth she. 

**m glad, quoth I; that you have found your tongue, 
Ajid still my love I by the finger wrung. 
^ asVd her if she lov'd me ; she said, no. 
1 bad her swear ; she straight calls for a book ; 
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Nay then, thought I, *tis time to let her go, 
I eas'd my knee, and from her cast a look. 
She leaves me wond'ring at these stirange afihirs. 
And like the wind she trips me up the stairs. 
I left the room below, and up I went, 
Finding her thrown upon her waiiton bed : 
I ask'd the cause of h6r sad discontent; - 
Further she lies, and, making room, she said. 
Now, sweeting, kiss me, having time iwd place ; 
So clings me to her with a sweet embrace. 

j4ns. Is't possible ? I had not thought till now 
That women could dissemble. Master Fuller, 
Here dwells the sacred mistress of my heart ; 
Before her door I'll frame a friv'lous walk, 
^And, sp3ring her, with her devise some talk. 

Enter Young Master Arthur, Mistress Arthur, Old 
Master Arthur, Old Master, Lusam, Young Master 
LusAM, and Pipkin. 

FuL What stir is this ? let's step but out the way. 
And hear the utmost what these people say. 

O, Art. Thou art a knave, although thou be my son. 
Have I with care and trouble brought thee up. 
To be a staff and comfort to my age, 
A pillar to support me, and a crutch 
To lean on, in my second infancy. 
And dost thou use me thus ? Thou art a knave. 

O. Lu8, A knave, aye, marry, and an arrant knave. 
And, sirrah, by old Master Arthur's leave. 
Though I be weak and old. Til prove thee one. 
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Y, An. Sif> thougk it be my father'^ pleasure thus 
To wrong me with tlie scorned, name of knave, 
I win not have you so familiar. 
Nor so presume upon my patience. 
O, Lu%. Speak, Master Arthur, is he not a knave \ 
Ol Art, I say he is a knave. 
O, Lfu, Then so say L 

y. Art. My father may command my patieuce. 
Bat you, sir, that are but my £sther-in*lflw. 
Shall not so mock my reputation. 
Sir, you shall find I am an honest man. 
0. Lui. An honest man i 
y. Art. Aye, sir, so I say. 
0. Lus. Nay, if you say so, I'll not be against it : 
Bat, sir, you might have us'd my daughter better. 
Than to have beat her, spum'd her, nul'd at her 
Brfore our fiices. 

0. Art. Aye, therein, son Arthur, 
Thou shew'dst thyself no better than a knave. 

0. Lus. Aye, marry, did he, I will stand to it : 
To use my honest daughter in such sort. 
He flhew'd himself no better than a knave. 

Y. Art. I say, again, I am an honest man ; 
He wrongs me that shall say the contrary. 

0. Lus. I grant, sir, that you are an honest man. 
Nor will I say unto the contrary : 
But, wherefore do you use my daughter thus ? 
Can you accuse her of unchastity. 
Of loose demeanour, disobedience, or disloyalty ? 
^peak, what canst thou object against my daughter ? 



18 HOW A MAN MAY CHUSE 

O. Art. Accuse her I here she stands j i^k iii ber ilRce - 
If she be guilty^ in the leasts of these. 

Mis. Art. Oy father^ be more padent.; if yon wron^ 
My honest husband^ all the blame be mine» 
Because you do it only for my sake. 
I am his handmaid ; since it is his pleasure 
To use me thus^ I am content thereidth. 
And bear his checks and crosses patiently. 

y. Art. \i, in mine own house^ I can have no peace^ 
ril seek it elsewhere^ and frequent it less. 
Father, Pm now past one and twenty yelurs ; 
Pm past my father's pamp'ring, I suck not. 
Nor am I dandled on my mother's knee : 
Then, if you were my father twenty times. 
You shall not chuse, but let me be myself. 
Do I come home so seldom, and that seldom 
Am I thus baited ? Wife> remember this 1 
Father, farewell 1 and^ father-in-law, adieu ! 
Your son had rather fast, than feast with you. [emts 

O. Art. WeU, go to, wild oats 1 spendthrift I prodigal I 
PU cross thy name quite from my reck'ning book : 
For these accounts, 'futh, it shall scathe thee somewhat, 
I will not say what somewhat it shall be. 

O. Lus. And it shall scathe him somewhat of my purse : 
And, daughter, I will take thee home again, 
Since thus he hates thy fellowship y 
Be such an eye-sore to his sight no more ! 
I teU thee, thou no more shalt trouble him. 

Mis. Art. Will you divorce whom God hath tied toge- 
ther? 
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Or hreak that knot^ the sacred hand of heaven 
Made hat betwixt ua i Have you never read 
What a great corse was laid upon his head 
That breaks the holy band of marriage, 
Divordng husbands from their chosen wives ? 
Father, I will not leave my Arthur so ; 
Not all my friends can make me prove his foe. 
0. Art, I could say somewhat in my son's reproof. 
0. Iau, Taith, so could' I. 
0. Art. But, 'dll I meet him, I will let it pass. 
0. Lu8, 'Faith, so will I. 
0. Art. Daughter, flEkrewell ! with weeping eyes I part; 
^tness these tears, thy grief sits near my heart. 

0. Iau. Weeps Master Arthur ? nay, then, let me cry ; 
His cheeks shall not be wet, and mine be dry. 

MU. Art. Fathers^ farewell 1 spend not a tear for me. 
Bat, for my husband's sake, let these woes be. 
For when I weep, 'tis not for my own care. 
But fear, lest folly bring him to despair. 

[eaeunt O. Art. and O. Lus. 
Y. Lus. Sweet saint ! continue still this patience, 
For time will bring him to true penitence. 
Mirror of virtue ! thanks for my good cheer, 
A thousand thanks. 

Afis. Art. It is so much too dear ; 
Bat you are welcome for my husband's sake ; 
His guests shall have best welcome I can make. 
Y. Lus. Than marriage, nothing in the world more com- 
mon ; 
Nothing more rare than such a virtuous woman. [eant. 
Mis. Art. My husband in this humour, well I know. 
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Plays but the unthrift ; therefore, it behoves me 

To be the better housewife here at home ; 

To save and get, whilst he doth laugh and spend : 

Though for himself he riots it at large^ 

My needle shall defray my household's charge. 

[she sits daum to work in front of the house^^ 

FuL Now, Msister Anselm, to her, sjep not back; 
Bustle yourself, see where she sits at work ; 
Be not afraid, man ; she's but a woman. 
And women the most cowards seldom fear : 
Think but upon my former principles. 
And, twenty pound to axlream, you speed. 

Ans. Aye, say you so ? 

Fttl. Beware of blushing, sirrah. 
Of fear and too mu6h eloquence ! 
Rail on her husband, his misusing her. 
And make that serve thee as an argument. 
That she may sooner yield to do him wrong. 
Were it my case, my love and I to plead, 
I hav't at fingers' ends : who could miss the clout 
Having so fair a white, such steady sum ; 
This is the upshot, now bid for the game. [Anselm advances. 

Ans. Fair mistress; God save you ! 

FuL What a circumstance doth he begin with ; what an 
ass is he 
To tell her at the first that she was fair ; 
The only means to make her to be coy ! 
He should have rather told her she was foul. 
And brought her out of love quite with herself; 
And, being so, she would the less have car'd 
Upon whose secrets she had laid her love. 
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He bth almost marr'd all with that word fair. 
^ns. Mistress, God save you ! 
Ful. What a block is that. 

To say, God save you ! is the fellow mad ? 

Once to name God in his ungodly suit. . 
MU, Art, You are welcome, sir. Come you to speak 
with me. 

Or with my husband? pray you, what's your will? 

Ful. She answers to the purpose ; whaf s- your will ? 

0, zounds, that I were there to answer her. 

Am, Mistress, my will is not so soon exprest. 
Without your special favour, and the promise 
Of love and pardon, if I speak amiss. 

Ful, O, ass ! O, dunce ! O, blockhead ! that hath left 
The plain broad high way, and the readiest path. 
To travel round about by circumstance : 
He might have told his meaning in a word. 
And now hath lost his opportunity. 
Never was such a truant in love's school; 
I am asham'd that e'er I was his tutor. 

Mis, Art, Sir, you may freely speak, whatever it be, 
^0 that your speech suiteth mth modesty. 

Ful, To this now could I answer passing well. 

Am, Mistress, I, pitying that so fair a creature — 

Ful. Still fair, and yet I wam'd the contrary. 

Am, Should by a viUain be so foully us'd, as you have 
been — 

Ful. Aye, that was well put in, 
H time and place were both convenient. 

Ans, Have made this bold intrusion, to present 
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My love and service to jour sacred self. 

FuL Indifferent^ that was not much amiss. 

Mis. Art, Sir^ what you mean by service and by love 
I will not know ; but what you mean by villain, 
I fun would know. 

Ans, That villain is your husband. 
Whose wrongs towards you are bruited through the land 
O, can you suffer at a peasant's hands. 
Unworthy once to touch this silken skin. 
To be so rudely beat and buffeted ? 
Can you endure from such infectious breath. 
Able to blast your beauty, to have names 
Of such impoison'd hate flimg in your &ce? 

FuL O, that was good, nothing was good but that ; 
That was the lesson that I taught him last. 

Ana. O, can you hear your never tunted fame 
Wounded with words of shame and infamy? 
O, can you see your pleasures dealt away. 
And you to be debarr'd all part of them. 
And bury it in deep oblivion ? 
Shall your true right be still contributed 
'Mongst hungry bawds, insatiate courtezans ? 
And can you love that villain, by whose deed 
Your soul doth sigh, and your distressed heart bleed ? 

FuL All this as well as I could wish myself. 

Mis. Art.. Sir, I have heard thus long with patience f 
If it be me you term a viUain^s wife. 
In sooth, you have mistook me all this while. 
And neither know my husband nor myself. 
Or else you know not man and wife is one. 
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If be be callM a villain, what is ahe, 

Whose hearty and love, and soul, is one with him ? 

% pity that so fair a gentleman 

Sboold fall into sach villains' company. 

0, sir,, take heed, if you regard your life. 

Meddle not with a villain or his wife. [edrit. 

Ful. O, that same word villain hath marr'd all. 
Atu. Now where is your instruction ? where's the wench ? 
Where are my hopes ? where your directions ? 

FuL Why, man, in that word villain you marr'd all. 
To come unto an honest wife, and call 
Her husband villain ! were she ne'er so bad. 
Thou might'st well think she would not brook that name. 
For her own credit, though no love to him. 
But leave not thus, but try some other mean ; 
Let not one way thy hopes make frustrate clean. 
Atu. I must persist my love against my will ; 
He, that knows all things, knows I prove this iU. [eiVeuni. 



ACT 11. SCENE I. 

A School. 

Enter Aminadab, with a rod in his handy and Boys, with their 

boohs, 

Amin, Come, boys, come, boys, rehearse your parts, 
And then, adprandium ; jam, jam, incipe! 

\st Boy, Forsooth, my lesson's torn out of my book. 

Amin, Qu€b caceris chartis deseruisse decet, 
Tom from your book I III tear it from your breech. 
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How say you. Mistress Vir|(a, will you suffer 

Hie puer dene indolis, to teskT 

His lessons, leaves, and lectures from his book ? 
\8tBoy, Truly, forsooth, I laid it in my seat. 

While Robin Glade and I went into cainpis ; 

And when I came again, my book was torn. 

Amin, O, mus, a mouse ; was ever heard the like7 
1st Boy. O, domus,^ house; master, I could not mend it 
2nd Boy, 0,pedicuius, blouse I I knew not how it came. 
Amin. All toward boys, good scholars of their tiimes ; 

The least of these is past his accidence, 

Some at qui mihi ; here's not a boy 

But he can construe all the grammar rules. 

Sed ubi sunt sodales ? not yet conie ? 

Those tarde venientes^dXL be whipt. 

Ubi est Pipkin ? where's that lazy knave ? 

He plays the truant every Saturday ; 

But Mistress Virga, Lady Willowby, 

Shall teach him that diluculo surgere 

Est saluberrimum : here comes the knave. 

Enter Pipkin. 

1*/ Boy. Tarde, tarde, tarde. 

2nd Boy. Tarde, tarde, tarde. 

Amin. Hue ades. Pipkin, reach a better rod ; 
Cur tarn tarde venis? speak, where have you been ? 
Is this a time of day to come to school? 
Ubifkiisti ? speak, where hast thou been ? 

Pip. Magister, quomodo vales ? 

Amin. Is that responsio fitting my demand ? 
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Pip. Etiam certh, you ask me where I have been,, and I 
^jpimodo ^les, as much as to. say, come out of tiie ale- 



Aim. Untross, nntruss ! nay, help him, help him ! 

hf. Qu€tso, precept&r^qtuBW, for God's sake do not 
whip me : 
9^ est gramnuUien ? 

Amn. Not whip you, qmd est grammatica, what's that ? 

Pip, Grammatica est, that if I imtruss'd, you must needs 
wliip me upon them, quid est grammatica, 

Amn, Why, then, die? mihi, speak, where 'hast thou 
been? . 

Pip, Forsooth, my mistress sent me of an errand to 
fetch my master from the Exchange ; we had strangers at 
borne at dinner, and, but for them, I had not come tarde ; 
ij^ueso preceptwr. 

Amin, Construe your lesson, parse it, ad unguem et con- 
^nato too, ril pardon thee. 

Pip. That 1 will, master, an' if youll give me leave. 

Amn. Propria qu€e maribus tribuuntur mascula dicas ; 
ej^pone, ewpone. 

Pip, Construe it, master, I will; dicas, they say, /)ro- 
pria, the proper man, qua maribus, that loves marrow 
bones, mascula, miscallM me. 

Amin, A pretty, quaint, and new construction. 

Pip, I warrant you, master, if there be marrow bones 
in my lesson, I am an old dog at them. How construe you 
this, master, rostra disertus amat? 

Amin: Disertus, a desert, amat, doth love, rostra, roast 
meat. 
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Pip. A good construction on an empty dtomach. Mas — 
-ter^ now I have construed my lesson^ my mistress woukL 
pray you to let me come home to go of an errand. 

j4min. Your treg sequuntur, and away. 

P^. Cants a hog, rana a dog, parcus a frog, ^ 

Abeundum est mihu {ewit. 

Amin. Yours, sirrah, too, and then adprandium. 

\si Boy. Apis a bed, g^enu a knee, Fulcanus, Doctor Dee: 
Figinti minus usus est mihi, 

Amin. By Juno's lip and Saturn^s thumb 
It was bonus, bona, bonum. 

2nd Boy. Fitrum, glass, spica, grass, tu es asinus, you 
are an ass. Precor tibifelicem noctem. 

Amin. Clauditejam Ubros, pueri, sat prate bibistis. 
Look, when you come again, you tell me ubifiiistis. 
He that minds trish-trash, and mil not have care of his 

rodiap. 
Him I will be-lish-lash, and have a fling at his poduff. 

[eaeunt Boys. 

Enter Young Master Arthur. 

Y. Art. A pretty wench, a passing pretty wench, 
A sweeter duck all London cannot yield ; 
She cast a glance on me as I pass'd by. 
Not Helen had so ravishing an eye. 
Here is the pedant. Sir Aminadab, 
I will enquire of him if he can tell, 
By any circiunstance, whose wife she is : 
Such fellows commonly have intercourse. 
Without suspicion, where we are debarr'd. 
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M save yon, gentle Sir Aminadab ! 
Amm, Salve tu quoque ! would you speak with me ? 
YoQ are, I take it, and let nie not lie. 
For, as you know, mentiri non est meum, 
Yoong Master Arthur ; quid vis, what will you ? 

K. Art, You are a man I much rely upon ; 
Hiere is a pretty wench dweUs in this street 
IWt keeps no shop, nor is not public known : 
At the two posts, next turning of the lane, 
I saw her firom'a window looking out ; 
could you tell me how to come acquainted 
Fith that sweet lass, you should command me, sir, 
Byen to the utmost of my life and power. 

Annn, Dn boni, bani ! 'tis my love he means ; 
Bat I will keep it from this gentleman. 
And 80, 1 hope, make trial of my love. 

y. Art, If I obtain her, thou shalt win thereby 
More than at this time I will promise thee. 
Amin. Quando vems aput, I shall have two horns on my 

caput, 
y. Art. What if her husband come and find one there ? 
Anun. Nuncquam time, never fear. 
She is unmarried, I swear. 
Bat, if I help you to the deed, 
Tu vis narrare how you speed. 

y. Art, Tell how I speed ? aye, sir, I will to you : 
Then presently about it. Many thanks 
For this great kindness. Sir Aminadab. 

Amin, If mjpuelia prove a drab, 
111 be revenged on both : am6o shall die ; 
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Shall die ! by what? for ego I 

Have never handled^ I thank God, 

Other weapon than a rod; 

I dare not fight for all my speeches. 

Sed cave, if I take him thus. 

Ego sum ewpers at untniss. . [ea?eun 

SCENE II. 

A RowA in Justice ReawiCs House, 

Enter Justice Reason, Olp Master Arthur, Old Mastbi 
LusAM, Mistress Arthur, Young Master Lusam, an^f Uucf 

O. Art. We, master Justice Reason, come about 
A serious matter that concerns us near. 

O. Lus. Aye, marry, doth it, sir, concern us near; 
Would God, sir, you would take some order for it. 

O. Art, Why, look ye. Master Lusam, you are sue] 
another, 
Vou will be talking what concerns ns near. 
And know not why we come to Master Justice. 

O. Lus. How, know not I ? 

O. Art. No, sir, not you. 

O. Lus. Well, I know somewhat, though I know not that; 
Then on, I pray you. 

Justice. Forward, I pray, yet the case is plain. 

0. Art. Why, sir> as yet you do not know the case. 

O. Lus. WeU, he knows somewhat ; forward, Mastei 
Arthur. 

O. Art. And, as I told you, my unruly son 
Once having bid his wife home to my house. 
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'lere took occasion to be much aggrieved 
About some household matters of his own, 
^nd, in plun terms^ thfeyfell in controversy. 

O. Lus. Tis true, sir, I was there the self-same time, 
And I remember many of the words. 

O. ^rt. Lord, what a man are you ! you were not there 
Thai time ; as I remember, you were rid . 
^own to the North, to see some friends of yours. 

O. Lus. Well, I was somewhere ; forward. Master 

Arthur. 
Justice. All this is well ; no fault is to be found 
-^«» either of the parties ; pray, say on. 

O. Art. ^Why, sir, I have not nam'd the parties yet, 
^or touch'd the fault that is complained upon. 

(), Lus: Well,- you touch'd somewhat ; forward. Master 

Arthur. 
O, Art. And, as I said, they fell in controversy : 
[y son, not like a husband, gave her words 
g^rcat reproof, despite, and contumely, 
^^Vhichihe, poor soul, digested patiently; 
^This was the first time of their falling out. 
-^s I remember, at the self-same time 
^Jne Thomas, the Earl of Surrey 's gentleman, 
iKn'd at my table. 

O. Lust O, I knew him well. 
O. Art. You are the strangest man ; this gentleman, 
That I speak of, I am sure you never saw ; 
He came but lately from beyond the sea. 
0. Lus. I'm sure I know one Thomas ; — ^forward, sir. 
Justice. And is this all? make me a mittimus, 
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And send the offender straiglitways to the jail. 

O. Art, First know the offender ; how began the strife 
Betwixt this gentlewoman and my son. 
Since when, sir, he hath us'd her not li&e one 
That should partake his bed, but like a slave. 
My coming was^ that you^ being ya office 
And in authority, should call before you 
My unthrift son, to give him some advice. 
Which he will take better from you than me. 
That am his father. Here's the gentlewoman. 
Wife to my son, and daughter to this man. 
Whom I perforce compelled to live with us. 

Justice, All this is well ; here is your son, you say. 
But she that is his wife you cannot find. 

y. Lu8» You do mistake, sir, here's the gentlewoman ; 
It is her husband that will not be found. 

Justice, Well, all is one, for man and wife are one ; 
But is this all ? 

F. Lus, Aye, all that you can say. 
And much more than you can well put off. ^ 

Justice, Nay, if the case appear thus evident. 
Give me a cup of wine : What ! man and wife 
To disagree ! I pr'ythee, fill my cup; 
I could say somewhat : tut, tut, by this \vine, 
I promise you 'tis good canary sack. 

Mis, Art, Fathers, you do me open violence, 
To bring my name in question, and produce 
This gentleman and others here to witness 
My husband's shame in open audience ; 
What may my husband think when he shall know 
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I went unto the Justice to complun : 
But Master Justice liere^ more wise than you, 
$ay8 little to flieiniitter, knowing well 
His office is no whit concern^ herein ; 
Therefor^ with favor, I will taike my leave. 

Jutiice. The woman saith but reason. Master Arthur, 
And, therefore, give her licence to depart. 

0. Lus. Mere is dry justice, not to bid us drink ; 
Haik thee, my f rieiid, 1 pr*ythee lend thy cup ; 
Now, Master Justice, hear me but one word i 
Vott tMnk this woman hath had little wrong. 
But, by this wine which I intend to drink — 

Juttiee> Nay, save your oath, I pray you do not swear. 
Or if you swear, take not too deep an oath. 

O.Lus, Content you, I may take a lawful oath 
Before a Justice j therefore, by this wine — 

K. Lus. A profound oath, well sworn, and deeply took ; . 
^18 better thus than swearing on a book. 
0. Lu8. My daughter hath been wronged exceedingly. 
Juitie^. O, sir, I would have credited these words 
"Mthout this oath : but bring your daughter hither, 
^hat I may give bier counsel ere you go. 

0, Lus. Marry, God's blessing on your heart for that I 
daughter, give ear to Justice Reason's words. 

Justice. Good woman, or good wife, or mistress, if you 

^ve done amiss, it should seem you have done a fault, and 

taking a fault, there's no question but you have done 

amiss : but if you walk uprightly, and neither lead to the 

Y\ght hand nor the left, no question but you have neither 

led to the right hand nor the left, but, as a man should 
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say^ walked uprightly; but it should appear by these plaii 
tiffs, that you have had some wrong : if you Iotc yoi 
spouse entirely, it should seem you affect him ferveintJN 
and if he hate you monstrously, it should seem he loat" 
you most exceedingly, and there'8 the point at which I w^ 
leave, for the time passes away: therefore, to condud 
this is my best counsel, look that thy husband so fkU ii 
that hereafter you never fall out. 

0, Lus, Good counsel, passing good instruction ; 
Follow it, daughter. Now, I promise you, 
I have not heard such an oration 
This many a day. What remains to do ? 

F. Lus, Sir, I was call'd as witness to this matter, 
I may be gone for ought that I can see. 

Justice. Nay, stay, my friend, we mu^t examine you. 
What can you say concehiing this debate 
Betwixt young Master Arthur and his wife ? 

Y. Lu8, 'Faith, just as much, I think,- as you can say. 
And that's just nothing. 

Justice. How, nothing ? Come, depose him ; take hiatnth 
Swear him, I say ; take his confession. 

O. Art. What can you say, sir, in this doubtful case^ 

Y. Lus. \^Tiy, nothing, sir. 

Justice. We cannot take him in contrary tales. 
For he says nothing still, and that same nothing 
Is that which we have stood on all this while ; 
He hath confest even all, for all is nothing. 
Thi9 is your witness, he hath witness'd nothing. 
Since nothing, then, so plunly is confessed. 
And we, by cunning answers and by wit. 
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Hfaye wrought him to confess nothing to us, 
^V'lite lus confession. 

O. Ari, Why, what should we write ? 
Justice. Why, nothing : heard you not as well as I 
Wliat he confessed? I say, write nothing down. 
Mistress, we have dismiss'd you ; love your husband ; 
Wldch, whilst you do, you shall not hate your husband. 
Bring him before me ; I will urge him with 
Tlds gentleman's express confession 
Against you ; send him to me ;. I'll not fail 
To keep just nothing in my memory. 
And, sir, now that we have examin'd you. 
We, likewise, here discharge you with good leave. 
Now, Master Arthur, and Master Lusam too. 
Come in with me ; unless the man were here. 
Whom most especially the cause concerns, 
Wecuinot end this quarrel : but come near. 
And we will taste a glass of our March beer. [exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

A Room in Mistress Mary's House. 

Eater Mistress Mary, Mistress Splay, €md Brabo. 

Mis. Ma, I pr'ythee, tell me, Brabo, what planet, think'st 
^Ott, govem'd at my conception, that I live thus openly to 
tlwworid? 

Bra. Two planets reign'd at once j Venus, that's you. 
And Mars, thaf s I, were in conjunction. 

Mii. Splay. Pr'ythee, pr'ythee, in faith, thi^t conjunction 
<^opiilative is that part of speech that I live by. 

D 
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Bra, Ha, ha !. to see the world ! we swaggerers. 
That live by oaths and big-mouth'd menaces. 
Are now reputed for th6 tallest men : 
He that hath now a black mustachio 
Reaching from ear to ear, or turning up, 
Puncto reverse, bristling towards the eye; 
He that can hang two handsome tools at his side. 
Go in disguis'd attire, wear iron enough. 
Is held a tall man, and a soldier. 
He that, with greatest grace, can swear gogs-zounds I 
Or, in a tavern, make a drunken fray. 
Can cheat at dice, swagger in bawdy houses. 
Wear velvet on his face, and, with a grace. 
Can' face it out with, — as I am a soldier ! 
He that can clap his sword upon the board. 
He's a brave man ; and such a man am I. 

Mis, Ma, She that with kisses can both kill and cure. 
That lives by love, that swears by nothing else 
But by a kiss, which is no common oath ; 
That lives by lying, and yet oft tells truth ; 
That takes most pleasure when she takes most pains ; 
She's a good wench, my boy, and so am I. 

Mis, Splay, She that is past it, and prays for them that 
may — 

Bra, Is an old bawd, as you are. Mistress Splay. 

Mis, Splay, O, do not name that name ; do you not know 
That I could ne'er endure to hear that name ? 
But, if your man would leave us, I would read 
The lesson that last night I promis'd you. 

Mis, Ma. I pr'ythee, leave us, we would be alone. 
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-Mra. And will, and must : if you bid me begone, 
^ ^^dll withdraw, and draw on any he 
-■^tiat in the world's wide round dare cope with me. 
-^^istress, farewell I to none I never speak 
^o kind a word. My salutations are— 
^^rewell, and be hang'd ! or, in the devil's name I 
^Vliat they have been, my many frays can tell ; 

'ou cannot fight ; therefore, to you, fieirewell 1 [exit. 

Mis. Ma, O, this same swaggerer is the bulwark of my 

reputation. 
t. Mistress Splay, now to your lecture that you promised 

me. 
Mis. Splay. Daughter, attend, for I will tell thee now 
^^^at, in my young days, I myself have tried; 
rul'd by me, and I will make thee rich, 
ou, God be pndsM, are fair, and, as they say, 
^'^ull of good parts ; you have been often try'd 
T^o be a woman of good carriage, 
^^Hiich, in my mind, is very commendable. 

Mis. Ma, It is, indeed ; forward, good Mother Splay. 
Mis. Splay, And, as I told you, being fair, I wish, 
^weet daughter, you were as fortunate, 
^^^en any suitor comes to ask thy love, 
Xuook not into his words, but into his sleeve ; 
Tf thou canst learn what language his purse speaks. 
Be ml'd by that, that's golden eloquence, 
^oney can make a slavering tongue speak plain. 
If he that loves thee be deform'd and rich, 
Accept his love, gold hides deformity. 
^Id can make limping Vulcan walk upright j 
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Make squint eyes straight, a crabbed face look smootb ; 
Gilds copper noses, makes them look like gold ; 
Fills age's wrinkles up, and makes a face. 
As old as Nestor's, look as young as Cupid's. 
If thou \^lt arm thyself against all shifts. 
Regard all men according to their ^fts. 
This, if thou practice, thou, when I am dead. 
Wilt say. Old Mothet Splay soft laid thy head. 

Enter Young Master Arthur. 

• 

Mis, Ma. Soft, who comes here ? begone, good Mistress 
Splay ; 
Of thy rules' practice this is my first day. 

Mis. Splat/. God, for thy passion ! what a beast am I, 
To scare the bird that to the net would fiy 1 [ea?it. 

F. ^rt. By your leave, mistress. 

Mis, Ma. "What to do, n^aster^ 

y. ^ri. To give me leave to love you. 

Mis. Ma. I had rather afford you some love to leave me. 

Y. Art. I would you would as soon. love me, as I could 
leave you. 

Mis. Ma. I pray you, what are you, sir ? 

Y. Art. A man, PU assure you. 

Mis. Ma. How should I know that? 

Y. Art. Try me, by my word, for I say I am atnan ; 
Ot, by my deed, PU prove myself a man. * 

Mis. Ma, Are you not Master Arthur? 

Y. Art. Not Master Arthur, but Arthur, and your ser- 
vant, sweet Mistress Mary. 
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Mis, Ma, Not Mistress Mary, but Mary, and your hand- 
maid, sweet Master Arthur. . . 

Y.Art, That I love you, let my face tell you ; that I love 
70tt more than ordinarily, let this kiss testify ; and that I 
love you fervently and entirely, ask this gift, and see what 
it will answer you. Myself, my purse, and all, being wholly 
3it your service. 

Mit, Ma, That I take your loye in good part, my thanks 
sludl speak for me ; that I am pleased with your kiss, this 
interest of another shall certify you ; and that I accept 
your gift, my prostrate service and self shall witness with 
me. My love, my lips, and sweet self, are at your service : 
wilt please you to come near, sir ? 

Y. ArU O, that my ^vife were dead 1 here would I make 
My second choice : would she were buried 1 
From out her grave this marigold should grow, 
M^ch, in my nuptials, I would wear with pride* 
Die shall she, I have doom'd her destiny. 

Mu, Ma, 'Tis news. Master Arthur, to see you in such a 
place: 
How doth your wife ? 

y. ArU 'Faith, Mistress Mary, at the point of death. 
And long she cannot live \ she shall not live 
To trouble me in this my second choice. 

EfUer Aminadab, w%th a bill and head-piece, 

Mu, Ma, I pray forbear, sir, for here comes my love ; 
^lood sir, for this time leave me ; by this kiss, 
Vou cannot ask the question at my hands 
^ will deny you : pray you, get you gone. 
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Y. Art. Farewell, sweet Mistress Mary ! [ewit. 

Mis, Ma. Sweet, adieu 1 

Amin. Stand to me, bill ! and, head-piece, sit thou close ! 
I hear my love, my wench, my duck, my dear. 
Is sought by many suitors ; but, with this, 
111 keep the door, and enter he that dare ! 
Virga, be gone, thy twigs 111 turn to steel ; 
These fingers, that were expert in the jerk, 
Instead of lashing of the trembling /MMi(<?dr, 
Must learn pash and knock, and beat and mall. 
Cleave pates, and caputs ; he that enters here 
Comes on his death ! mors mortis he shall ta&te. 

[he hides himself. 
' Mis. Ma, Alas, poor fool ! the pedant's mad for love ! 
Thinks me more mad that I would marry him. 
He's come to watch me with a rusty bill. 
To keep my friends away by force of arms : 
I will not sfee him, but stand still aside. 
And here observe him what he means to do. 

Amin. O, utinam, that he that loves her best. 
Durst offer but to touch her in this place ! 
Per Jovem et Junonem ! hoc 
Shall pash his coxcomb such a knock. 
As that his soul his course shall take 
To Limbo, and Avernus' lake. 
In vain I watch in this dark hole ; 
Would any living durst my manhood try. 
And offer to come up the stairs this way ! 

Mis. Ma. O, we should see you make a goodly fray. 

Amin. The wench I here watch with my bill. 



A GOOD WIFE FROM A BAD. 39 

Amo, amas, amavi (till. 

Qui audet — ^let him come that dare ! 

Death, hell, and limbo be his share I 

Enter Brabo with hit sward in Ms hand. 

Bra, Where's Mistress Mary } never a post here, 
A bar of iron, 'gainst which to try my sword ? 
Now, by my beard, a dainty piece of steel. 

Amin. O, Jove, what a qualm is this I feel I 

Bra. Come hither. Mall, is none here but we two ? 
When didst thou see the starveling school-master? that 
rat, that shrimp, that spindle^hank, that wren, that sheep- 
biter, that lean chitty-face, that famine, that lean envy, that 
all-bones, that bare anatomy, that Jack-a-Lent, that ghost, 
that shadow, that moon in the wane. 

Amin, I wi^ in woe, I plunge in pain. 

Bra. When next I find him here, FU hang him up. 
Like a dried sausage, in the chimney's top : 
That stock-fish, that poor John, that gut of men ! 

Amin. O that I were at home again 1 

Bra. When he comes next^ turn him into the streets. 
Now, come, lef s dance the shakipg of the sheets. 

[ea^eunt Mistress Mary and Brabo. 

Amin. Qui, qua, quod, hence, boist -rous bill ! come, gen- 
tle rod ! 
Had not grimalkin stamp'd and star'd, 
Aminadab had little car'd,* 
Or if, instead of this brown bill, 
I had kept my mistress Virga still. 
And he upon another's back. 
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His points untruss*d, his breeches slack ; 

My countenance he should not dash. 

For I am expert in the lash. 

But my sweet lass my love doth fly. 

Which shall make me by poison die. 

Perfidemt I wll rid my life. 

Either by poison, sword, or knife. [eo^it^ 



ACT in. SCENE I. 

A Room in Young Arthur's Howe. 

Enter Mistress Arthur and Pipkin. 

Mis. Art, Sirrah! when saw you your master ? 

Pip, 'Faith, mistress, when I last look'd upon him. 

il/».,^r<. And when was that ? 

Pip. When I beheld him. 

Mis. Art. And when was that ? 

Pip. Marry, when he was in my sights and that was yes- 
terday ; since when I saw not my master, nor look'd on 
my mastei^ nor beheld my master, nor had any sight of 
my master. 

Mis. Art, Was he not at my f8ther4n-laVs ? 

Pip. Yes, marry, was he. 

Mis. Art. Didst thou not entreat him to come home ? 

Pip. How should I, mistress ? he came not there to-day, 

Mis. Art. Didst thou not say he was there ? 

Pip. True, mistress, he was there, but I did not tell ye 
when ; he hath been there divers times, but not of late. 
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Mis. Art. About your business I here PU sit and wait 
His coming- home, tho' it be ne'er so late. 
Nonr, once again^ go look him at. the 'Change, 
Or at the church with Sir Aminadab. 
Tis told me they use often conference ; 
When that is done, get you to school again. 

Pip. I had rather play the truant at home, than go seek 
my master, at school : let me see, what age am I ? some 
four and twenty, and how have I profited ? I was five years 
learning to crish cross* from great A, and five years longer 
coining to F ; there I stuck some three years before I could 
come to Q ; and so, in process of time, I came to e per se e, 
and com per se, and tittle; then I got to a, e, i, o, u ; after, 
to our father ; and, in the sixteenth year of my age and the 
fifteenth of my going to> school, I am, in good time, gotten 
to a noun, by the same token there my hose went down ; 
then I got to a verb, there I began first to have a beard ; 
then I came to iste, iita, istud, there my master whipp'd 
me 'till he fetch'd the blood, and so forth : so that now I 
am become the greatest scholar in the school, for I am 
bigger than two or three of them. But I am gone ; fare- 
well, mistress I [eivit. 

SCENE II, 

TAe Street. 

Enter Anselm and Fuller. 

Ful. Love none at all, they will forswear themselves, 
And when you urge them with it, their replies 

* Christ-cross, the alphabet. 
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Are^ that Jove laughs at lovers' perjuries. 

^ns. You told me of a jest concerning that ; 
I pr'ythee, let me hear it. 

Ful. That, thou shalt. 
My mistress in a humour had protested. 
That above all the world she lov'd m^.best ; 
Saying, veith suitors she was oft molested. 
And she had lodg'd her heart within my breast ; « 

And sware (but me) both by her mask and fan, 
She never would so much as name a man. 
Not name a man? quoth I ; yet be advis'd; 
Not love & man but me 1 let it be so. 
You shall not think, quoth she, my thought's disguised 
In flattering language, or dissembling show; 
I say again, and I know what I do, 
I will not name a man alive but you. 
Into her house I came at unaware. 
Her back was to me, and I >va8 not seen ; 
I stole behind her 'till I had her Mr, 
Then with my hands I closed both her een ; 
She, blinded thus, beginneth to bethink her 
Which of her loves it was that did hoodwink her. 
First she begins to guess and name a man 
That I well knew, but she had known for better ; 
The next I never did suspect till then : 
Still of my name I could not hear a letter ; 
Then mad, she did name Robin, and then James, 
Till she had reckoned up some twenty names ; 
At length, when she had counted up a score. 
As one among the rest, she hit on me; 
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^ ^k'd her if ^he covld not reckon mbit, 
-^iid plack'd away my hands to let her see ; 
-^iit, when she looked bdck^ and saw me behind her, 
^le blush'd^ and ask*d if it were I did blind heir ? 
^^Jid since I sware^ both by her mask and fan, 
'^o trust no she tongue that can name a man. 

Am, Your great oath hftth some exceptions : 
fiut to our former purpose ; yon is Mistress Arthur ; 
VTe nrill attempt another kind of wooing, 
-And make her hate her husband if we can. 

FuL But not a word of piassion or of love ; 
liave at her now to try her patience. 

j^ii/tfr Mistress Arthur. 

^od save you, mistress ! 

Mis, Art, You are welcome, sir. 

hi. I pray yOu, where's your husband ? 

Mis, Art. Not within. 

Ans, Who, Master Arthur ? him I saw even now 
At Mistress Mary's, the brave courtezan's. 

Mis, Art, Wrong not my husband's reputation so ; 
I neither can nor will believe you, sir. 

hi. Poor gentlewoman ! how much I pity you ; 
Your husband is become her only guest : 
He lodges there, and daily diets there. 
He riots, revels^ and doth all things ; 
Nay, he is held the Master of Misrule, 
^ODgst a most loathed and abhorred crew : 
And can you, being a woman, suffer this ? 

Mis. Art, Sir, sir ! I understand you. well enough : 
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Admit my busband doth frequent that house 

Of such dishonest usage ; I suppose 

He doth it but in zeal to bring them home. 

By his good counsel^ from that course of sin; 

And, like a Christian, seeing them astray 

In the broad path that to damnation leads. 

He useth thither to direct their feet 

Into the narrow way that guides to heaven. 

Am. Was ever woman gull'd so palpably ! 
But, Mistress Arthur, think you as you say ? 

Mis. Art, Sir, what I think, I think, and what I say 
I would I could enjoin you to believe. 

Ans. 'Faith, Mistress Arthur, I am sorry for you ; 
And, in good sooth, I wish it lay in me 
To remedy the least part of these wrongs 
Your unkind husband daily proffers you. 

Mis. Art. You are deceived, he is not unkind j 
Although he bear an outward face of bate. 
His heart and soul are both assured mine. 

Ans. Fie, Mistress Arthur I take a better spirit ; 
Be not so timorous to rehearse your wrongs : 
I say, your husband haunts bad company. 
Swaggerers, cheaters, wanton courtezans ; 
There he defiles his body, stains his soul. 
Consumes his wealth, undoes himself and you. 
In danger of diseases, whose vile names 
Are not for any honest mouths to speak. 
Nor any chaste ears to receive and hear. 
O he will bring that face, admir*d for beauty. 
To be more loathed than a lep'rous skin ! 
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Divorce yourself now. whilst the clouds grow black ; 
Prepare yourself a shelter for the storm ; 
Wmndon his most loathed fiellowship : 
You are young, mistress ; will you lose your youth ? 

Mii, ArL Tempt namore, devil ! thy deformity 
Hath chang'd itself into an angeFs 8hi^» 
fiut yet I know thee by: thy course of speech : 
Thott get'st ai^ apple to betray poor Eve, 
^Vhose outude bears a show of pleasant fruit ; 
But the yile branch on which this apple grew. 
Was that which drew poor Eve from Paradise. . 
Thy Syren's song could make me drown myself, 
fiut I am tied unto the mast of truth. 
Admit my husband be indin'd to vice. 
My virtues may» in time, recall him home ; 
But, if we both should desp'rate run to sId, 
We should abide certain destruction. 
Bit he's like one, that, over a sweet face, 
te a deformed vizard; for his soul 
It firee from any such intents of ill : 
^y to try niy4)atience he puts on 
An ugly shape of black intemperance ; 
^erefore this blot of shame which he now wears, 
^ Mrith my prayers will purge, wash with my tears. {exit. 

^ns. Fuller I 

Jul. Anselin! 

w^iu. How lik'st thou this ? 

TuL As school-boys jerks, apes whips, as lions cocks, 
Furies do fieisting days, and devils crosses, 
muds to have their marriage days put off \ 



) 
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I like it as the thing I most do loath. 

What wilt thou do ? for shame, persist no more 

In this extremity of frirolous love. 

I see, my doctrine moves no precise ears 

But such as are prof ess'd inamoratos. 

Ans, O, I shall die ! 

FuL Tush ! live to laugh a little : 
Here's the best subject that thy love affords ; 
Listen awhile uid hear this : ho, boy ! speak. 

Enter Aminadab. 

Amin» As inpresenti, thou loath'st the gift I sent thee ; 
Nolo plus tarry, but die for the beauteous Mary ; 
Fain would I die by a sword, but what sword shall I die by ? 
Or by a stone, what stone ? mtllus lapis jacet ibi. 
Knife I have none to sheath in my breast, or empty my 

full veins; 
Here's no wall or post which I can soil with my bmis'd 

brains ; 
First will I, therefore, say two or three creeds and ave 

maries. 
And after go buy a poison at the apothecary's. 

FuL I pr'ythee, Anselm, but observe this fellow ; 
Do'st not hear him i he would die for love ; 
That mis-shap'd love thou would'st condemn in him, 
I see in thee : I pr'ythee, note him well. 

Ans. Were I assur'd that I were such a lover, 
I should be with myself quite out of love : 
I pr'ythee, let's persuade him still to live. 

FuL That were a dangerous case ; perhaps the fellow. 
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In desperatiba, would/ to sooth lu up, 
Tronuse repentant recantationy 
And, after, €all into that desperate course, 
Both which I will prevent with policy. 

jimm. O, death! come with thy dart 1 come, death ^ 

when I bid thee 1 
Mm vent, vent mars ! and from this misery rid me ; 
She whom I lov'd, whom I lov'd, even she, my sweet pretty 

Mary, 
Doth but flout, and mock, and jest, and dissimulary. 

FuL ril fit him finely ; in this paper is 
The juice of mandrake, by a doctor made. 
To cast a man, whose leg* should be cut ofij 
Into a deep, a cold, and senseless sleep ; 
Of such approved operation. 
That whoso takes it, is for twice twelve hours 
Breathless, and to all men's judgements past all sense ; 
This will I give the pedant but in sport ; 
For when 'tis known to take effect in him. 
The world will but esteem it as a jest ; 
Besides, it may be a means to save his life. 
For being perfect poison, as it seems 
His meaning is, some covetous slave for coin 
Will sell it him, though it be held by law 
To he no better than flat felony. 

Ant, Uphold the jest ; but he hath spyM us ; peace ! 

i^min. Gentles, God save you ! 
Here is a man I have noted oft, most leamM in physic. 
One man he helped of the cough, another he heal'd of the 
pthysic. 
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And I will board him thus^ salve, o sahe,magisier I 

FuL GrattM mthi advents I quid mecum visP 

Amin, Optatum venis; paucis te volo, 

FuL Si quid industria nostra tibifa<net, die, quofso. 

Amin. Attend me> sir ; — ^I have a simple house. 
But, as the learned Diogenes saitk 
In his epistle to Tertullian, 
It is extremely troubled with great rats ; 
I have no mus puss, nor grey-ey'd cat. 
To hunt themi out. O, could your learned art 
Shew me a means how I might poison them,^ 
Tuus dum suus, Sir Aminadab. 

FuL With all my heart ; I am no rat catcher ; 
fiut, if you need a poison, here is that - « 

Will pepper botk your dogs, and rats, and cats : 
Nay, spare your purse, I give this in good will. 
And, as it proved, I pray you send to me. 
And let me know : would you aught else with me f 

Amin, Minime quidem ; here's that you say will take 
them ; 
A thousand thanks, sweet sir ; I say to you. 
As Tully in his iEsop's. Fables said. 
Ago tibi gratias ; so farewell 1 vale ! [eowV. 

FuL Adieu ! Come, let us go ;^ I long to see 
WTiat the event of this new jest will be. 

Enter Younq Arthur. 

F. Art. Good morrow, gentlemen ; saw you not this 
way. 
As you were walking, Sir Aminadab ? 
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^9i. Master Arthur, as I take it. 
Y' Art. Sir, the same. 
Ant. Sir, I desire your more familiar love : 

"ould I could bid myself unto your house. 
Fori hare wish'd for your acquaintance long. 

y. Art, Sweet Master Anselm, I desire yours too ; ' 
^ 70a come dine with me at home to-morrow ? 
VoQ dudl be welcome, I assure you, sir. 

Ant. I fear, sir, I shall prove too bold a guest. 

y,Art, Yon shall be welcome, if you bring your friend. 

hi Lord, sir, we shall be too troublesome 

F. Art, Nay, now I will enforce a promise from you : 
Shall 1 expect you ? 

ffd. Yes, with all my heart. 

Ant, A thousand thanks. Yonder's the. schoolmaster. 
\ 'till to-morrow, twenty times farewell. 

y^ Art, I double all your farewells twenty fold. 

Ant. this acquaintance was well scraped of me ; 
%thig, my love to-morrow I shall see. 

[eofeunt Anselm and Fuller. 

Enter Aminadab. 

Anin. This poison shall by force expel 
^morem, love, in/ernum, hell. 
^er hoc venenum, ego, I 
For my sweet lovely lass will die. 

K Art, What do I hear of poison ? which sweet means 
Must make me a brave frolic widower. 
It seems the doating fool, being forlorn. 
Hath got some compound mixture, in despair, 

E 
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To end his desperate fortunes and his life; 

I'll get it from him, and with this mske way 

To my wife's night and to my love's fedr day. 
Amin, In nomine domini, friends, farewell ! 

I know death comes, here's such a smell! 

Pater et mater, father and mother, 

Frater et soror, sister and brother. 

And my sweet Mary, not these drugs 

Do send me to the infernal bugs. 

But thy unkindness ; so, adieu ! 

Hob-goblins, now I come to you. 

Y. Art. Hold, man, L say ! what will the madman do? 

[takes away the supposed poUon. 
Aye, have I got thee ? thOu shalt go with me : [atide. 

No more of that ; fie. Sir Minadab, 
Destroy yourself I If I but hear hereafter 
You practice such revenge upon yourself. 
All your friends shall know that for a wench, 
A paltry wench, you would have kill'd yourself. 

Amln. tace, quaso ; do not name 
This frantic deed of mine, for shame. 
My sweet magtster, not a word ; 
I'll neither drown me in a ford. 
Nor give my neck such a scope* 
T' embrace it with a hempen rope ; 
I'll die no way 'till nature will me. 
And death come with his dart and kill me. 
If what is past you will conceal. 
And nothing to the world reveal ; 
Nay, as Quintillian said of yore. 
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Ili Strive to kill myself no more. 
F. Art. On tiiat condition Pll conceal this deed : 

To>morrofr, pray^ come and dine with me ; 

Fori have many strangers; 'mongst the rest. 

Some are desirous of your company. 

Voo will not fail me ? 
Amin. No^ in sooth ; 

111 try the sharpness of my tooth ; 

Instead of poison^ I will eat 

Habbits, capons^ and such meat ; 
And^ so, as Pythagoras says. 
With wholesome fare prolong my days : 
fiat, sir, ¥dll mistress Mall be there ? 

F. Art. She shall, she shall, man, never fear. 

Asmn* Then my spirit becomes stronger. 
And I will live and stretch longer ; 
For Ovid said, and did not lie. 
That poisoned men do often die : 
Bat poison henceforth Pll not eat. 
Whilst I can other victuals get. 
To-morrow, if you make a feast. 
Be sure, sir, I will be your guest. 
Bat keep my counsel, vale tu ! 
And, 'till to-morrow, sir, adieu I 
At your table I iiidll prove 
If I can eat away my love. [etvit, 

Y. Art. O, I am glad I have thee ; now devise 
A way how to bestow it cunningly ; 
It shall be thus : to-morrow, I'll pretend 
A reconcilement 'twixt my wife and me. 
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And, to that end, I. will invite thus many . — 

First, Justice Reason, as the chief num there ; 

My father Arthur, Ohl Lusam, Young Lusam; Master 

Fuller, 
And Master Anselm, I have bid already ; 
Then will I have my lovely Mary too. 
Be it but to spite my wife before she die ; 
For die she shall before to-morrow night. 
The operation of this poison is 
Not suddenly to kill ; they that take it 
Fall in a sleep, and then His past recure. 
And this will I put in her cup to-morrow. 

Enter Pipkin, running. 

Pip, This 'tis to have such a master ! I have sought him 
at the 'Change, at the school, at every place, but I cannot 
find him no where. O, cry mercy ! my mistress would in- 
treat you to come home. 

F. Art. I cannot come to-night ; some urgent bu^ess 
Will all this night employ me otherwise. 

Pip. I believe, my mistress would con you as much 
thank to do that business at home as abroad. 

F. j4rt. Here, take my purse, and bid my wife provide 
Good cheer against to-morrow; there will be 
Two or three strangers of my late acquaintance. 
Sirrah, go you to Justice Reason's house ; 
Invite him first mth all solemnity ; 
Go to my father's, and my father-in-law's ; 
Here, take this note. 
The rest that come I vnW invite myself : , 
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About it with what quick dispatch thou can'st. 

Pip, I warrant you, master. 111 dispatch this business 
with more honesty than you'll dispatch yours. But, master, 
will the gentlewoman be there ? 

Y, Art. What gentlewoman ? 

Pip. The gentlewoman of the old house, that is as well 
Vnown by the colour she lays on her checks, as an ale- 
house by the painting is laid on his lattice ; she that is 
like homo, common to all men ; she that is beholden to no 
trade, but lives of herself. 

F. Ar^i Sirrah, begone, or I will send you hence. 

Pip, 111 go; but, by this hand. 111 tell my mistress as 
soon as I come home, that mistress light-heels comes to 
dinner to-morrow. [eani, 

F. Art. Sweet Mistress Mary PU invite myself : 
And there 111 frolic, sup, and spend the night. 
My plot is current ; here 'tis in my hand 
Will make me happy in my second choice : 
And I may freely challenge as mine own. 
What I am now enforc'd to seek by stealth. 
Love is not much unlike ambition ; 
For, in them both, all lets must be remov'd 
Twixt ev'ry «rown and him that would aspire; 
And he that will attempt to win the same. 
Must plimge up to the depth o'er head and ears. 
And hazard drowning in that purple sea : 
So he that loves must needs through blood and fire. 
And do all things to compass his desire. [eA'it. 
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SCENE III. 
A Room m Young Arthurs House. 



Enter Mistress Arthur and her Maid. 

Mis, Art, Gome^ spread the table; is the hall vrdi 
rubbM? 
The cushions in the windows neatly laid ? 
The cupboard of plate set out i the casements stuck 
^th rosemary and flowers ? the carpets brush'd? 

Maid. Aye, forsooth, mistress. 

Mii* Art, Look to the kitchen-maid, and bid the cook 
take down the oven stone, the pies be burn'd : here, take 
my keys, and give him out more spice. 

Maid, Yes, forsooth, mbtr^ss. 

Mis. Art, Where's that knave Rpkin ? bid him spread 
the cloth. 
Fetch the clean diaper napkins from my chest. 
Set out the gilded salt, and bid the fellow 
Make himself handsome ; get him a clean band. 

Maid, Indeed, forsooth, mistress, he is such a sloven, 
That nothing will sit handsome about him ; * ^ 
He had a pound of soap to scour his face. 
And yet his brow looks like the chimney stock. 

Mis. Art. He'll be a sloven still : maid, take this apron. 
And bring me one of linen, quickly, maid. 

Maid. I go, forsooth. 

Mis, Art. There was a curtesy, let me see't again ; 
Aye, that was well. — \ewit Maid.'] I fear my guests will come 
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Ere we be ready. What a spite is this. 

fTithin, Mistresis! 

Mis, Art, What's the matter ? 

Within, Mistress, I pray, take Bpldn from the fire ; 
We cannot l^eep his fingers from the roast. 

Mii, Art, Bid him come hither ; what a knave is that ! 
Fie, fie, never out of the kitchen ! 
Still broiling by the fire ! 

Enter Pipkin. 

Pip. I hope you will not take Pipkin from the fire 
TiU the broth be enough. 

Enter Maid, with an apron. 

Mis, Art, Well, sirrah, get a napkin and a trencher. 
And wait to-day. So^ let me see my apron. 

IHp, Mistress, I >can tell ye one thing, my master's 
wench 
^ill come home to-day to dinner. 

Enter Justice Reason, and his man Hugh. 

Mis, Art, §he shall be welcome if she be his guest. 
^Ut here's some of our guests are come already : 
^^ chair for Justice Reason, sirrah ! 

Justice. Good morrow. Mistress Arthur ! you are like a 
good housewife : 
'^t your request I am come home. What, a chair ! 
tliug age seeks ease. Where is your husband, mistress? 
What, a cushion too ! 
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Pip, I pray you, ease your tail, sir. 

Justice. Marry, and will, good fellow ; twenty thanks. 

Pip, Master Hugh, as welcome as heart can tell, or. 
tongue can think. 

Hugh. I thank you. Master Pipkin ; I have got many a 
good dish of broth by your means. 

Pip. According to the ancient courtesy you are wel-' 
come ; according to the time and place you are heartily 
welcome: when they are busied at the board, we will 
find ourselves busied in the buttery; and so, sweet 
Hugh, according to our scholars' phrase, gratuhr adven- 
turn tuum. 

Hugh. I will answer you with the like, sweet Pipkin, 
gratias. 

Pip. As much grace as you will, but as little of it as 
you can, good Hugh. But here comes more guests. 

Enter Old Master Arthur, am/ Old Master Lusam. 

Mis. Art. More stools and cushions for these gentlemen. . 

0. Art. What, Master Justice Reason, are you here ? 
Who would have thought to have met you in this place ? 

O. Lus. What say mine eyes, is Justice Reason here ? 
Mountains may meet, and so, I see, may we. 

Justice. Well ! when men meet, they meet. 
And when they part they oft leave one another's company 
So we, being met, are met. 

O. Lus. Truly, you say true ; 
And Master Justice Reason speaks but reason : 
To hear how msely men of law will speak ! 
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Enter Anselm and Fuller. 

Am. Good morrow, gentlemen ! 

Mis, Art. What I are you there ? 

Am. Good morrow, mistress, and good morrow, all ! 

Justice. If I may be so bold, in a strange place, 
1 f»y, good morrow, and as much to you. 
1 pray, gentlemen, will you sit down ? 
We have been young, like you ; and, if you live 
Unto our age, you will be old like us. 

Ful. Be rul'd by reason ; but who's here ? 

Enter Aminadab. 

Amin. Salvete omnesi and good day 
To all at once, as I may say ; 
Fint, Master Justice ; next. Old Arthur, 
That gives me pension by the quarter ; 
To my good mistress, and the rest. 
That are the founders of this feast ; 
h brief, I speak to omnes, all. 
That to thdr meat intend to fall. 

Justice. Welcome, Sir Aminadab ; O, my son 
Hath profited exceeding well with you : 
^it down, sit down, by Mistress Arthur's leave. 

^nter Young Master Arthur, Young Master Lusam, and 

Mistress Mary. 

Y. Art, Gentlemen, welcome all ; whilst I deliver 
Their private welcomes, wife, be it your charge 
To give this gentlewoman entertainment. 
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Mis, Art, Husband^ I ^dll. Oh, this is she usurps 
The precious interest of my husband's love ; 
Though, as I am a woman, I could well 
Thrust such a lewd companion out of doors ; 
Yet, as I am a true obedient wife, 

I'd kiss her feet to do my husband's will. [aMe. 

You are entirely welcome, gentlewoman ; 
Indeed, you are ; pray do not doubt of it. 

Mi», Ma, I thank you. Mistress Arthur; now, by my 
little honesty. 
It much repents me to wrong so chaste a woman. [«fi<^* 
, Y, Art, Gentles, put o'er your legs; first. Master 

Justice, 
Here you shall sit. 

Justice, And here shall Mistress Mary sit by me. 

Y, Art, Pardon me, sir, she shall have my wife's place. 

Mis, Art, Indeed, you shall, for he will have it so. 

Mis. Ma. If you will needs ; but I shall do you wrong to 
take your place. ^ 

0. Lus. Aye, by my faith, you should. 

Mis. Art, That is no wrong which we impute no wrong ! 
I pray you, sit. 

Y. Art. Gentlemen all, I pray you, seat yourselves : 
What, Sir Aminadab, I know where your heart is. 

Amin. Mum, not a word, paw vobis, peace : 
Come, gentles, I'll be of this mess. 

y. Art, So, who ^ves thanks ? 

Amin, Sir, that will I. 

F. Art. 1 pray you to it by and by : where's Pipkin ? 
Wait at the board ; let Master Reason's man 
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Se had into the buttery ; but first give him 
^A napkin and a trencher. Wdl said, Hugh, 
^^ait at your Blaster's elbow : — now say grace. 

jimin. Gloria Deo, sirs^ preface ; 
^^ttend me now, whilst I say grace, 
^or bread and salt, for grapes and malt, 
Tor flesh and fish, and every dish ; 
Jtfatton and beef, of all meats chief; 
Por cow-heels, chitterlings, tripes, and souse. 
And other meat that's in the house ; 
For racks, for breasts, for legs, for loins. 
For pies with ndsins, and with prunes, 
For fritters, pan-cakes, and for frys. 
For ven'son pasties, and minc'd pies ; 
Sbeeps'-head and garlick, brawn and mustard. 
Wafers, spic'd cakes, tart, and custard ; 
For capons, rabbits, pigs, and geese. 
For apples, caraways, and cheese ; 
For yi these, and many mo', 
Benedieamus Domino! 
AU. Amen. 

Justice. I con you thanks ; but. Sir Aminadab, 
^8 that your scholar? now, I promise you, 
He is a toward stripling of his age. 

Pip. Who I, forsooth ? yes, indeed, forsooth, I am his 
^^bolar. I would you should well think I have profited 
^^der him too ; you shall hear, if he will pose me. 
O. Art, I pray you, let's hear him. 
Amin, Hue ades. Pipkin. 
Pip. Adsutn. 
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Amin, Quot casus sunt? how inaiiy cases are there ? 

Pip, Marry, a great many. 

y4min. Well answer'd, a great many ; there are six, ' 
Six, a great many ; 'tis well answered ; 
And which be they ? 

Pip. A bow-case, a. cap-case^ a comb-case, a lute-case, s 
fiddle-case, and a candle-case. ^ 

Justice, I know them all ; again, well answered : 
Pray God, my youngest son profit no worse. 

Amin. How many parsons are there ? 

Pip, rU tell you as many as I know, if you'U ^ve me 
leave to reckon them. 

y4ns, I pr'ythee, do. . 

Pip, The parson of Fenchurch^ the parson of Pancns, 
and the parson of — 

Y, Art, Well, sir, about your business : — now will I 
Temper the cup my loathed wife shall drink. 

[aside, and exU- 

O, Art, Daughter, methinks you are exof^^g sad. . 

O. lAts. 'Faith, daughter, so thou art exceeding sad. 

Mis, Art. ^Tis but my countenance, for. my heart is 
merry : 
Mistress, were you as merry as you are welcome. 
You should not sit so sadly as you do. 

Mis, Ma. 'Tis biit because I am seated in your place. 
Which is frequented seldom with true mirth. 

Mis, Art, The fault is neither in the place nor me. 

Amin, How say you, lady, to him you last did lie by ? 
All this is no more, prabibo tibi. . 

Mis. Ma, I thank you, sir. Mistress, this draught shall be. 
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To him that^oves both you and roe. 

M». Art^ 1 know your meaning. 

Ans. Now to me. 
If she have either love or charity. 

Mis. Art. Here, Master Justice, this to your grave years, 
A mournful draught, God Wot,- half wine, half tears, [aside. 

Justice, Let come; my^ivench; here, youngsters, to you 
aU; 
You are silent, here's that will make yoii talk. 
Wenches, methinks you sit like puritans : 
Never a jest abroad to make them laugh ? 

Ful, Sir, since you move speech of a puritan, 
If you will give me audience, I will tell ye 
As good a jest as ever you did hear. 

O.Art, A jest? that's excellent 1 

Justice. Before hand, let's prepare ourselves to laugh ; 
A jest is nothing if it be not grac'd. 
Now, now, I pray you, when begins this jest ? 

FuL I camt vbto a puritan, to woo her. 
And roughly did salute her with a kiss : 
Away 1 quoth she, and rudely push'd me from her ; 
Brother, by yea and nay, I like not this : 
And still, with amorous talk, she was saluted. 
My artless speech .with Scripture was confuted. 

0. Lus, Good, good, indeed ; the best that e'er I heard. 

0. Art. I promise you, it was exceeding good. 

Ful. Oft I frequented her abode by night. 
And courted her, and spake her wond'rous fair; 
But ever somewhat did offend her sight, 

Blther my double ruff, or my long hair; 
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My scarf was vain, my garments hmig too low. 
My Spanish shoe was cut too broad at toe. 

Ail. Ha, ha ! the best that ever I heard. 

FuL I parted for that time, and came again. 
Seeming to be conform'd in look and speech ; 
My shoes were sharp-toed, and my band was plain. 
Close to my thigh my metamorphosed breech ; 
My cloak was narrow cap'd, my hair cut shorter. 
Off went my scarf, thus march'd I to the porter. 

Ail, Ha, ha ! was ever heard the like ? 

FuL The porter, spying me, did lead me in. 
Where his fur m&tress sate reading of a chapter ; 
Peace to this house, quoth I, and those within. 
Which holy speech with admiration wrapt her; 
And ever as I spake, and came her nigh. 
Seeming divine, tumM up the white of eye. 

Justice, So, so, what then ? 

O, Lfus, Forward, I pray, forward, sir. 

Ful, 1 spake divinely, and I call'd her sisWr^ 
And by this means we were acquainted well : 
fiy yea and nay, I will, quoth I, and kiss'd her. 
She blushM, and said, that long-tongu'd men would tell; 
I seem'd to be as secret as the night. 
And said, on sooth, I would put out the light. 

O, Art, In sooth he would, a passing, passing jest. 

FktL O, do not swear, quoth she, yet put it out. 
Because I would not have you break your oath. 
I felt a bed there, as I gropM about ; 
In troth, quoth I, here will we rest us both. 
Swear you, in troth, quoth she ? had you not sworn. 
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M had not doii% but took it in foul scorn : 
"Then you will come> quoth I i though I be loath^ 
Mil come, quoth she, be't but to keep your oath. 

Justice, Tls very pretty ; but now, when's the jest ? 

0. Art. O, forward, to the jest in any case* 

0. Lus. I would not, for an angel, lose the jest. 

^/. Here's right the dunghill cock that finds a pearl. 
"^0 talk of wit to these, is as a man 
SShould cast out jewels to a herd of swine : 
^^^y, in the last words did consist the jest. 

0. LuM. Aye, in the last words ? ha, ha, ha ! 
3t was an excellent admir'd jest, * 

To them that understood it. 

Enter Young Master Arthur, ti;i7A two cttps of wine. 

Justice. It was, indeed ; I must, for fuhion's sake, 
Say as they say ; but otherwise, O, God ! [aside. 

(lood Master Arthur, thanks for our good cheer. 

F. /4rt. GentlMmen, wdcome all ; now hear me speak — 
One special cause that movM me lead you hither. 
Is for an ancient grudge that hath, long since, 
Continued 'twixt my modest wife and me : 
lie wrongs that I have done her I recant. 
b either hand I hold a sev'ral cup, 
^8, in the right hand, wife, I drink to thee, 
^8, in the left hand, pledge me in this draught, 
Burying all former hatred • so, have to thee. \_he drinks. 

Mis. Art. The welcom'st pledge that yet I ever took : 
^ere this mne poison, or did taste like gall, 
^e honey-sweet condition of your draught 
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Would make it drmk like nectar : I will pledge you, ' 
Were it the last that I should ever drink. 

Y. Art. Make that account : thus, gentlemen, you see 
Our late discord brought to a unity. 

Amin. Ecce, quam bonum et quam jucundum 
Est habitare fraires in unum, 

O, Art. My heart doth taste the sweetness of your pledge^ 
And I am glad to see this sweet accord. 

O. Lu8. Glad, quotha ; there's not one amongst us. 
But may be exceeding glad. 

Justice. I am, aye, marry, am I, that I am. 

Y. Lm. The best accord that could betide their lov^. 

Ans. The worst accord that could betide my love. 

\aUab(ml^r%se. 

Amin. What, rising, gentles ? keep your place, 
I'll close up your stomachs with a grace ; 
O Domine et chare Pater, 
That giv'st us wine instead of water ; 
And from the pond and river clear, 
Mak'st nappy ale, and good March beer ; 
That send'st us sundry sorts of meat. 
And every thing we drink or eat ; 
To maids, to wives, to boys, to men, 
Lau8 Deo sancto. Amen. 

y. Art. So, much good do ye all, and, gentlemen. 
Accept your welcomes better than your cheer. 

O. Lu8, Nay, so we do, I'll give you thanks for all. 
Come, Master Justice, you do walk our way. 
And Master Arthur, and old Hugh your man ; 
We'll be the first will strain curtesy. 
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t/eM<M7^. God.be With you all! 

[ea^eunt O. Art. O, Lus, and Justice Reason, 

Amin, Pnmmus ego sum, Fll be the next> 
And man 3rou home ; how say you^ lady ? 

F. Art, I pray, you do, good Sir^.Aminadab. 

Mis, Ma, Sir, if it be not too much trouble to you. 
Let me entreat that kindness at your hands. 

Amin. Entreat I (ie ! no, sweet lass, command ; 
Sic, so, nunc, now, take the upper hand. 

[emt Mis, Ma. escorted by Amin, 

Y, Art. Come, wife, this meeting was all for our sakes : 
I long to see the force my poison takes. ^ [aside. 

Mis. Art, My dear, dear husband, in exchange of hate. 
My love and heart shall on your service wait. 

[exeunt Y. Art. Mis. Art. and Pipkin. 

Ans, So doth my love on thee ; but long no more ; 
To her rich love thy service is too poor. 

Ful, For shame, no more I you had best expostulate 
Your love with every stranger ; leave these sighs. 
And change them to familiar conference. 

Y, Lus, Trust me, the virtues of young Arthur's wife. 
Her constancy, modest humility. 
Her patience, and admired temperance. 
Have made me love all womankind the better. 

Re-enter Pipkin. 

Pip. O, my mistress ! my mistress i she's dead ! she's 
gone I she's dead ! she*s gone ! 
Ana. What's that he says ? 

F 
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Pip. Out of my ^vay ! stand back, I say ! all joy from 
eartli is fled ! 
She is this day as cold as clay ; my mistress she is dead 1 

Lord, my mistress 1 my mistress ! [eait. 
Ans. What, Mistress Arthur dead ? my soul is vanished. 

And the world's wonder from the world quite banish'd. 
O, I am sick, my pain grows worse and worse ; 

1 am quite struck through ^vith this late discourse. 

FuL What ! f^nt'st thou, man ? Ill lead thee hence ; for 
shame ! 
Swoon at the tidings of a woman*s death \ 
Ilitolerable, and beyond all thought! 
Come, my love's fool, give me thy hand to lead ; 
This day one body and two hearts are dead. ' 

[eofeunt Anselm and Fuller. 

Y, Lu8, But now she was as well as well might be. 
And on the sudden dead ; joy in ei^cess 
Hath over-run her poor disturbed soulw 
I'll after, and see how Master Arthur takes it ; 
His former hate far more suspicious makes it. \emt. 

Enter Hugh, and after him. Pipkin. 

Hugh. My master hath left his gloves behind where he 
sat in his chair, and hath sent me to fetch them ; it is such 
an old snudge, hell not lose the droppings of his nose. 
. Pip. O, mistress ! O, Hugh ! O, Hugh I O, mistress ! 
Hugh, I must needs beat thee ; I am mad ! I am lunatic ! 
I must fall upon thee : my mistress is dead ! [beats Hugh. 

Hugh. O, Master Pipkin, what do you mean ? what do 
you mean. Master Pipkin ? 
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Pip. O, Hugh I 0, mistress I O, mistress ! O, Hugh ! 

Hugh, O, Pipkin ! O, God ! O, God! O, Pipkia! 

Pip. Oy Hu^h, I am mad ! bear with me, I cannot ehuse : 
O, death ! O, mistress ! O, mistress I O, death ! [emt 

Hugh. Death, quotha ; he hath almost made me dead 
with beating. 

Re-enter Justice Reason, Old Master Arthur and Old Mas- 
ter LUSAM. 

Justice. I wonder why the knave, my man, stays thus. 
And comes not back : see, where the villain loiters. 

Re-enter Pipkin. 

Pip. Oy Master Justice ! Master Arthur ! Master Lusam ! 
wonder not why I thus blow and bluster ; my mistress is 
dead ! dead is my mistress ! and, therefore, hang yourselves. 
O, my mistress, my mistress ! [exit. 

O. Art. My son's wife dead ! 

O. Lus. My daughter ! 

Enter Young Master Arthur, mourning. 

Justice. Mistress Arthur! here comes her husband. 

Y. Art. O, here the woeful'st husband conies alive, 
No husband now ; the mght that did uphold 
That name of husband, is now quite o'erthrown. 
And I am left a hapless ^vidower. 

0. Art. Fain would I speak, if grief would suflfer me. 
0. Lus. As Master Arthur says, so say I ; 

H grief would let me, I would weeping die. 

To be thus hapless in my aged years ! 

^t 1 would speak, but my words melt to tears. 



68 HOW A MAN MAY CHUSE 

y. Art, Go in, go in, and view the sweetest corpse. 
That e'er was lud upon a mournful room * 
Vou cannot speak for weeping sorrow's doom : 
Pad news are rife, good tidings seldom come. [eieeunt^ 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

The Street. 

Enter Anselm. 

Ans. What frantic humour doth thus haunt my sense. 
Striving to breed destruction in my spirit ? 
^Vhen I would sleep, the ghost of my sweet love 
Appears unto me in an angel's shape : 
When Pm awake, my fantasy presents. 
As in a glass, the shadow of my love : 
When I would speak, her name intrudes itself 
Into the perfect echoes of my speech : 
And though my thought beget some other word. 
Yet will my tongue speak nothing but her name. 
If I do meditate, it is on her; 
If dream of her, or if discourse of her, 
I think her ghost doth haunt me, as in times- 
Of former darkness old wives' tales report. 

Enter Fuller. 

Here comes my better genius, whose advice 
Directs me still in all my actions. 
How now, from whence come you ? 
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Ful. 'Faith^ froflpi the street^ in which, as I pass'd by, 
I met the modest Mistress Arthur's corpse. 
And after her, as mourners, first, her husband. 
Next, Justice Reason, then, old Master Arthur, 
Old Master Lusam, and young Lusam too, 
A^th many other kinsfolks, neighbours, friends. 
And others, that lament her funeral : 
Her body is by this laid in the vault. 

Ans. And in that vault my body I will lay ; 
I pr'ythee, leave me ; thither is my way. 

FuL I am sure you jest, you mean not as you say. 

Ans* No, no, 1*11 but go to the church and pray. 

FuL Nay, then we shall be troubled with your humour. 

Ans. As ever thou didst love me, or as ever 
Thou cQdst delight in my society. 
By all the rights of friendship and of love. 
Let me entreat thy absence but one hour, 
And at the hour's end I will come to thee. 

Ful, Nay, if yoU will be foolish, and past reason, 
PU wash my hands, like Pilate, from thy folly. 
And su£fer thee in these extremities. \emi. 

Am. Now it is night, and the bright lamps of heaven 
Are half burnt out : now bright Adelbora 
Welcomes the cheerful day-star to the east. 
And harmless stillness hath possessed the world : 
This is the church, — this hollow is the vault. 
Where the dead body of my saint remains, 

And this the coffin that enshrines her body, 

For her bright soul is now in paradise. 

^'y coming is with no intent of sin, 
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Or to defile the body of the dead ; 
But rather tal^e my last farewell of her^ 
Or lan^ishing and dying by her side, 

« 

My sdry soul post after her*8 to heaven. 

[comes to Mistress Arthur's tomh. 
Firsts with this latest kiss I seal my love : 
Her lips are warm, and I am much deceived 
If that she stir not. O, this Golgotha, 
This place of dead men's bones, is terrible. 
Presenting fearful apparitions ! ' 
It is some spirit that in the coffin lies. 
And makes my hair start up on end with fear V 
Come to thyself, faint lieart ; — she sits upright ! 
O, I would hide me, but I know not where. 
Tush, if it be a spirit, 'tis a good spirit ; 
For, with her body living, ill she knew not ; 
And, with her body dead, ill cannot meddle. 

Mie. Art. Who am I ? or, where am I ? 

Ans. O, she speaks, and, by her language, now I know 
she lives. 

Mis. Art, O, who can tell me where I am become t 
For, in this darkness, I have lost myself; 
I am not dead, for I have sense and life : 
How come I then in this coffin buried ? 

Ans. Anselm, be bold, she lives, and destiny 
Hath train'd thee hither to redeem her life. 

Mis, Art. Lives any 'mongst these dead t none but my- 
self. 

Ans. O, yes, a man whose heart till now was dead. 
Lives and survives at your return to life : 
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Nay^ start not, I am Anselm^ one who long 
Hath doted on your fair perfection^ 
And, loving you more than became me well. 
Was hither sent, by some strange providence. 
To bring you from these hollow vaults below. 
To be a liver in the world again. 

Mis, Art. I understand you, and I thank the heavens, 
Tliat sent you to revive me from this fear. 
And I embrace my safety with good will. 

Enter Aminadab and Boys. 

Amin. Mane cUus tectum fuge, mollem discutesomnum, 
Templapetas supplea^ et veneratum deum. 
Shake off thy sleep, get up betimes, go to the chnrch and 

pray. 
And, never fear,. God will thee hear, and keep thee all the 

day. 
Good counsel, boys ; observe it, mark it well ; 
This early rising, this dUueulo 
Is good both for your bodies and your minds : 
Tis not yet day ; g^ve me my tinder-box ; 
-Meantime, unloose your satchels, and your books : 
XDrav, draw, and take you to your lessons, boys. 

hi Boy, O Lord, master, what's that in the white sheet? 
Amin, In the white sheet, my boy ? Die u6i, where ? 
lit Boy, Fide, master, vide illic, there. 
'^min. O, Domine, Domine, keep us from evil, 
-^ charm from flesh, the world, and the devil ! [^ea^eunt, 

•AfM. Art. Oy tell me not my husband was ingrate, 
^^ that he did attempt to poison me, 
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Or that he laid me here, and I was dead ; 
These are no means at all to win my love. 

Ans. Sweet mistress, he bequeathed you to the earth ; 
You promis'd him to be his wife 'till death. 
And you have kept your promise : but now, since 
The world, your husband, and your friends suppose 
That you are dead, grant me but one request. 
And I will swear never to solicit more 
Your sacred thoughts to my dishonest love. 

MU, Art. So your demand may be no prejudice 
To my chaste name, no wrong unto my husband. 
No suit that may concern my wedlock breach, 
I yield unto it ; but to pass the bounds of modesty and 

chastity. 
First will I bequeath myself again 
Unto this grave, and never part from hence. 
Than taint my soul with black impurity. 

Am, Take here my hand and faithful heart to gage 
That I will never tempt you more to sin : 
This my request is, — since your husband doats 
Upon a lewd lascivious courtezan, — 
Since he hath broke the bonds of your chaste bed. 
And, like a murd'rer, sent you to your grave. 
Do but go with me to my mother's house ; 
There shall you live in secret for a space. 
Only to see the end of such lewd lust. 
And know the difference of a chaste wife's bed. 
And one whose life is in all looseness led. 

Mis. Art. Your mother is a virtuous matron held : 
Her counsel, conference, and company, 
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*y much avail me ; there a space 111 stay, 
*^Pon conctition, as you said before, 

* ou never will move your unchaste suit more. 

^nt. My faith is pawn'd. O never had chaste wife . 
^ i^iisband of so lewd and unchaste life ! [etveunf. 

SCENE JI. 

^ Room in Mistress Mary*s House, 

Elder Mistress Mary, Mistress Splay, and Braoo. 

'^, Mistress^ I long have served you, even since 
Hese bristled hsurs, upon my grave-like chin, 
^/j'^ere all unborn; when I first came to you, 
'^ ^ese infant feathers of these ravens' wings 
^^ere not once begun. 

Mis, Splay. No, indeed, they were not. 

Bra, Now, in my two mustachios, for a need, 
^^anting a rope, I well could hang myself; 

* pr'ythee, mistress, for all my long service, 
^•rall the love that I have borne thee long, 
13o me this favor now, to noiarry me. 

^«/^r Young Master Arthur. 

Mis, Ma, Marry, come up ! you blockhead I you great 
ass! 
•^at ! would'st thou have me marry mth a devil ? 
^'Jt, peace, no more ; here comes the silly fool , 
*^hat we so long have set our lime-twigs for ; 
°®gone, and leave me to entangle him. 

[eaeunt Mistress Splay and Brabo, 
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y. Art. What, Mistress Mary ? 

Mis. Ma, O good Master Arthur, where have you been 
this week, this month, this year ? 
This year, said I ? where have you been this age ? 
Unto a lover, ev'ry minute seems time out of mind : 
How should i think you love me, that can endure to stay 
so long from me ? 

F. ArL I'faith, sweetheart, I saw thee yesternight. 

Mis, Ma, Aye, true, you did, but since you saw me not ; 
At twelve o'clock you parted from my house. 
And now 'tis morning, and new strucken seven ; 
Seven hours thou staid'st from me ; why didst thou so ? 
They are my seven years' 'prenticeship of woe. 

y. Art, I pr'ythee, be patient ; I had some occasion 
That did enforce me from thee yesternight. 

. Mis. Ma. Aye, you are soon enforced ; fool that I am. 
To doat on one that nought respecteth me ! 
'Tis but my fortune, I am bom to bear it. 
And ev'ry one shall have their destiny. 

Y. Art, Nay, weep not, wench ; thou wound'st me with 
thy tears. 

Mis. Ma, I am a fool, and so you make me too ; 
These tears were better kept than spent in waste 
On one that neither tenders them nor me ; 
^Vhat remedy ? but if I chance to die. 
Or to miscarry with that I go withal, 
I'll take my oath* that thou art cause thereof ; 
You told me, that when your wife was dead, 

* Printed dmth in all the editions. 
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You would forsake all others^ and take ine. 

Y, Art, I told tiiee so, and I will keep my word, 
-^d for that end I came thus early to thee ; 
I have procar'd a licence, and this night 
^e will be married in 4i lawless chnvclL 

il^. Ma, These news revi?e me, and do somewhat ease 
*rhe thought thai wfw new gotten to my heart. 
£ut shall it be to-oigbt^ 

Y, Art, Aye, weneh^ to-night. 
^ se'nnight. and odd days nnce my wife died 
^s past already, and her timeless death 
h but a nine days' talk ; come, go with me, 
''^ditdhall be dispatched presently. 

J\ii$, Ma, Nay, then« I see thou lov'st me ; and I find, 
^y this last motion, thou art grown more kind. 

Y, Art. My love and kindness, like my age, shall grow, 
^d with the time increase ; and thou shalt see 
^he older I grow, the kinder I will be. 

Mis, Ma. Aye, so I hope it will; but, as for mine, 
l^hat, with my age, shall day by day decline. [aside. 

Come, shall we go ? 

Y, Art, With thee to the world's end. 
Whose beauty most admire, and all commend. [ejceunt, 

SCENE III. 

The Street near the House of Anselm*s Mother'. 

Enter Anselm and Fuller. 

^a*. 'Tis true as I relate the circumstance, 
^o<I she is with my mother, safe at home ; 
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But yet, for all the hate I can allege 
Against her husband, nor for all the love 
That on my own part I can urge her to. 
Will she be won to gratify my love. 

Ful, All things are full of ambiguity^ 
And I admire ihU wondrous accident. 
But, Anselm, Arthur's about a new wife, a bona roba ; 
How will she take it when she hears this news I 

Ans. I think, even as a virtuous matron should ; 
It may be, that report may, from thy mouth. 
Beget some pity from her flinty heart. 
And I will urge her with it presently. 

FuL Unless report be false, they are link'd already ; 
They are fast as words can tie them : I will teU thee 
How I, by chance, did meet him the last night : — 
One said to me, this Arthur did intend 
To have a ^vife, and presently to marry ; 

« 

Amidst the street I met him as my friend. 
And to his love a present he did carry ; 
It was some ring> some stomacher, or toy ; 
I spake to him, and bade God give him joy. 
God give me joy, quoth he ; of what, I pray t 
Marry, quoth I, your wedding that is toward. 
'Tis false, quoth he, and would have gone his way. 
Come, come, quoth I, so near it and so froward : 
I ui^'d him hard by our familiar loves, 
Pray'd him, withal, not to forget my gloves. 
Then he b^gan : — your kindness hath been great. 
Your courtesy great, and your love not common ; 
Yet so much favor pray let me entreat. 
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To be excused from marrying any woman. 
I knew the wencli that is become his bride. 
And smil'd to think how deeply he had lied ; 
For first he swore he did not court a maid; 
A wife he could not, she was elsewhere tied ; 
And as for such as widows were, he sud. 
And deeply swore, none such should be his bride : 
Widow, nor wife, nor maid, I ask'd no more. 
Knowing he was betroth'd unto a whore. 

Ans. Is it not Mistress Mary that you mean ? 
She that did dine with us at Arthur's house ? 

Enter Mistress Arthur. 

FuL The same, the same : — ^here comes the gentle- 
woman ; 
^h, Mistress Arthur, I am of your counsel : 
Welcome from death to life. 

^ns. Mistress, this gentleman hath news to tell ye. 
And as you like of it, so think of me. 

FuL Your husband hath already got a wife ; 
A huffing wench, i'futh, whose ruffling silks 
Make, with their motion, music unto love. 
And you are quite forgotten. 

Afu. I've sworn to move this, my unchaste demand, no 
more. 

Ful When doth your colour change ? 
When do your eyes sparkle with fire to revenge these 

wrongs? 
When doth your tongue break into rage and wrath, 

Agsanst that scum of manhood, your vile husband ? 
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He first misus'd you. 

An8. And yet can you love him ? 
' FuL He left your chaste bed, to defile the bed 
Of sacred marriage with a courtezan. 

Ans, Yet can you love him ? 

FuL And not content with this, 
Abus'd your honest nam6 with sland'rous words, 
And filPd your hush'd house mth uaquietness. 

Ans. And can you love him yet ? 

FuL Nay, did he not, with his rude fingers, dash yon on 
the face, 

« 

And double-dye your coral lips with blood t 
Hath he not torn those gold wires from your head. 
Wherewith ApoUo would have strung his harp, 
And kept them to play music to the gods ? 
Hath he not beat you, and with his rude fists 
Upon that crimson temperature of your cheeks. 
Laid a lead colour with his boist'rous blows ? 

Ans. And can you love him yet ? 

FuL Then did he not. 
Either by poison, or some other plot. 
Send you to death, where, by his providence, 
God hath preserved you by wond'rous miracle ? 
Nay, after death, hath he not scandalizM 
Your place with an immodest courtezan ? 

Ans, And can you love him yet ? 

Mis. Art, And yet, and yet, and still, and ever whilst I 
breathe this air : 
Nay, after death, my unsubstantial soul. 
Like a good angel, shall attend on him. 
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And keep him from all harm. 

But is lie married ? much good do his heart : 

i^y God, she may conient him better tar 

Than I have done ; long may they live in peace. 

Till I disturb their solace ; but because 

I fear some mischief doth hang o'er his head, 

I'll weep my eyes dry with my present care. 

And for their healths make hoarse my tongue with prayer. 

fttl Ar't sure she is a woman i if she be. 
She is create of nature's purity. 

^ns. yes, I too well know she is a woman ; 
Henceforth my virtue shall my love withstand. 
And of my striving thoughts get th' upper hand. . 

W Then thus resolv'd, I straight will drink to thee 
A health thus deep, to drown thy melancholy. {eafeunt. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 



A Room in Mistress Mary*8 House. 
^'''w' Mistress Mary, Young Master Arthur, Brabo, and 



Mistress Splay. 



^w. Ma, Not have my will ! yes, I will have my will ; 
«hall I not go abroad but when you please ? 
^^D I not now and then meet with my friends, 
^^^i at my coming home, you mil controul me ? 
^^'TT, come up ! 
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Y. Art. Where art thou, patience ? 
Nay, rather, where's become my former spleen? 
I had a wife would not have us*d me so. 

Mis, Ma. Why, you Jacksauce I you cuckold ! you 
what not ! 
A^liat, am I n6t of age sufficient 
To go and come still when my pleasure serves^ 
But must I have you, sir, to question me ? 
Not have my will ! yes, I will have my will. 

Y, Art. I had a wife would not have us'd me so ; 
But she is dead. 

Bra. Not have her will, sir 1 she shall have her will : 
She says she will, and, sir, I say she shall. 
Not have her will ! that were a jest indeed ; 
AVho says she shall not ? if I be disposed 
To man her forth, who shall find fault with it? 
What's he that dare say black's her eye ? 
Though you be married, sir, yet you must know. 
That she was ever born to have her will. 

Mis. Splay. Not have her will ! God's passion ! I say 
stiU, 
A woman's nobody that wants her will. 

Y. Art. Where is my spirit ? what, shall I mainttun 
A strumpet with a Brabo and her bawd. 
To beard me out of my authority ? 
What, am I from a master made a slave ? 

Mis. Ma. A slave ? nay, worse ; dost thou maintain mm 
man. 
And this my maid ? 'tis I maintain them both. 
I am thy wife ; I will not be drest so 
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^Vhile thy gold lasts, but then, most willingly, 
I mil bequeath thee to flat beggary. 
I do already hate thee ; do thy worst ; 
Nay, touch me if thou dar'st ; what, shall he beat me ? 
Bra. Ill make him seek his fingers 'mongst the dogs. 
That dares to touch my mistress ; never fear. 
My sword shall smooth the wrinkles of his brows. 
That bends a frown upon my mistress. 

F. j4rt. I had a wife would not have us*d me so : 
But God is just. 

JkRs. Ma. Now, Arthur, if I knew 
W'hat in this world would most torment thy soul. 
That I would do ; 'would all my evil usage 
Oould make thee straight despair and hang thyself ! 
N'ow, I remember : — ^where is Arthur's man, 
^pkin ? that slave ! go, turn him out of doors ; 
^one, that loves Arthur, shall have house room here. 

Enter Pipkin. 

* onder he comes ; Brabo, discard the fellow. 
Y. Art, Shall I be over-master'd in my own ? 
thyself, Arthur : — strumpet ! he shall stay. 

Mis, Ma. What! shall he, Brabo? shall he. Mistress 

Splay ? 
Bra, Shall he ? he shall not : breathes there any living 
Sires say he shaU, when Brabo says he shall not ? 
y. Art. Is there no law for this ? she is my wife ; 
^liould I complain I should be rather mock'd. 

* am content $ keep by thee whom thou list, 
"Ucharge whom thou think'st good, do what thou nilt. 
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Rise, ^o to bed, stay at home, or go abroad 
At thy good pleasure, keep all companies ,- 
So that, for all this, I may have but peace. 
Be unto me as I was to my wife ; 
Only give me, what I deny'd her then, 
A little love, and some small <j[uietness : 
If he displease thee, turn him out of doors. 

Pip. Who, me ? Turn me out of doors ? Is this all the 
wages I shall have at the year's end, to be turned out of 
doors ? You, mistress ! you are a 

Mis. Splay, A what ? speak, a what ? touch her and 
touch me, taint her and taint me ; speak, speak, a what ? 

Pip, Marry, a woman that is kin to the frost. 

Mis, Splay, How do you mean that ? 

Pip, And you are a-kin to the Latin word, to understand. 

Mis, Splay, And what's that? - 

Pip, Subaudi, subaudi ; and, sir, do you not use to pink 
doublets ? 

Mis, Splay, And why ? 

Pip, I took you for a cutter, you are of a great kindred ; 
you are a common cozener, every body calls you cousin; 
besides, they say you are a very good warrener,.you have 
been an old coney catcher : but, if I be turn'd a begging, 
as I know not what I am born to, and that you ever come 
to the said trade, as nothing is unpossible, PU set all'thes 
commonwealth of beggars on your back, and all the co 
gregation of vermin shall be put to your keeping; and then 
if you be not more bitten than all the company of beg^gan 
besides, PU not have my will : zounds ! turned out o 
doors! PU go and set up my trade; a dish to drink in^ 
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tbat I have mthin ; a wallet, that HI make of an old shirt ; 
then my speech, for the Lord's sake, I beseech your wor- 
ship ; then I must have a lame leg ; I'll go to football and 
break my shins, and I am provided for that. 
Bra. What ! stands the villain prating ? hence, you 
slave ! [emt Pipkin. 

Y.Art. Art thou yet pleas'd ? 
Htf . Ma. When I have had my humour. 
F. Ari. Good friends, for manners' sake, awhile 

withdraw. 
Bra. It is our pleasure, sir, to stand aside. 

[Mistress Splay and Brabo stand aside. 
Y. Art. Mary, what cause hast thou to use me thus ? 
From notlung I have rais'd thee to much wealth; 
Twas more than I did owe thee t many a pound. 
Nay, many a hundred pound I spent on thee 
In my mfe's time ; and once, but by my means. 
Thou hadst been in much danger : but, in all things. 
My purse and credit ever bare thee out. 
I cUd not owe thee this. I had a wife 
That would have laid herself beneath my feet 
To do me service; her I set at naught 
For the entire affection I bare thee. 
To show that I have lov'd thee, have I not. 
Above all women, made chief choice of thee ? 
An argument sufficient of my love; 
What reason then hast thou to wrong me thus ? 
Mis. Ma. It is my humour. 

F. An. O, but such humours honest wives should 
purge : 
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I'll shew thee a far greater instance yet 
Of the true love that I have borne to thee. 
Thou knew'st my wife : was she not fair ? 

Mis. Ma, So, so. 

F. j4rt. But more than fair; was she not virtuous? 
Endued with the beauty of the mind ? 

Mis. Ma, 'Faith, so they said* 

F. y4rt. Hark, in thine ear! I'll trust thee with my life. 
Than which what greater instance of my love : 
Thou knew'st full well how suddenly she died : — 
T' enjoy thy love, even then I poison'd her. 

Mis, Ma, How ! poison'd her ? accursed murderer ! 
I'll ring this fatal 'larum in all ears. 
Than which what greater instance of my hate ? 

F y4rt. Wilt thou not keep my counsel ? 

Mis, Ma, ViUain, no! thou'lt poison me, as thou hast 
poison'd her. 

F Jlrt, Dost thou reward me thus for all my love ? 
Then, Arthur, fly, and seek to save thy life ! 
O, difference 'twixt a chaste and unchaste wife ! [^emt. 

Mis, Ma. Pursue the murd'rer, apprehend him straight. 

Bra, Why, what's the matter, mistress ? 

Mis, Ma, This villain Arthur poison'd his first wife, 
WTiich he, in secret, hath confess'd to me ; 
Go and fetch warrants from the justices 
T' attach the murd'rer; he once hang'd and dead. 
His wealth is mine : pursue the slave thaf s fled. 

Bra. Mistress, I will ; he shall not pass this land. 
But I will bring him bound with this strong hand. 
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SCENE II. 

The Street before the House of Anselni's Mother. 

Enter Mistress Arthur. 

Mis, Art, 0> what are the vain pleasures of the worlds 
That in their actions we affect them so ? 
Had I been born a servant, my low life 
Had steady stood from all these miseries. 
The Mraving reeds stand free from every gust. 
When the tall oaks are rent up by the roots. 
What is vun beauty but an idle breath ? 
Why are we proud of that which so soon changes ? 
But rather wish the beauty of the mind. 
Which neither time can alter, sickness change. 
Violence deface, nor the black hand of envy 
Smudge and disgrace, or spoil, or make deform'd. 
0, had my riotous husband borne this mind. 
He had been happy, I had been more blest. 
And peace b&d brought our quiet souls to rest. 

Enter Young Master Arthur. 

y. Art, O whither shall I fly to save my life 
When murder and despsdr dogs at my heels ? 
0, misery ! thou never found'st a friend; 
AH friends forsake men in adversity : 

My brother hath denied to succour me, 

Upbraiding me with name, of murderer ; 

^ly imcles double-bar their doors against mc ; 
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My father liath denied to shelter me, 
Andcurs'd me worse than Adam did vile Eve. 
I that, within these two days, had more friends 
Than I could number with arithmetic. 
Have now no more than one poor cypher is. 
And that poor cypher I supply myself: 
AU that I durst commit my fortunes to, 
I have tried, and find none to relieve my wants^ 
My sudden flight, and fear of future shame. 
Left me unfurnish'd of all necessaries. 
And these three. days I have not tasted food. 

Mis, Art, It is my husband ; O, how just is heaven i ' 
Poorly disguis'd, and almost hunger^tarv'd I 
How comes this change ? 

Y, Art, Doth no man follow me? 

how suspicious guilty murder is ! 

1 starve for hunger, and I die for thirert. 
Had I a kingdom I would sell my crown 
For a small bit of bread : I shame to beg^ 
And yet, perforce, I must or beg or starve. 
This house, belike, 'longs to some gentlewoman. 
And here's a woman, I will beg of her ; 

Good mistress, look upon a poor man's wants. 
Whom do I see ? tush ! Arthur, she is dead. 
But that I saw her dead and buried,, 
I would have sworn it had been Arthur's wife ; 
But I will leave her ; shame forbids me beg 
Of one so much resembles her. 
Mis, Art, Come hither, fellow \ wherefore dost tho 
turn 
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Thy guilty looks and blushing face aside ? 

It seems thou hast not been brought up to this. 

F. Art, You say true> mistress; then for charity. 
And for her sake whom you resemble most, 
Fity my present want and misery. 

Mis, Art, It seems thou hast been in some better plight ; : 
Sit down, I pr'ythee : men, though they be poor. 
Should not be scorn'd ; to ease thy hunger, first 
Eat these conserves; and now, I pr*ythee, tell me 
What thou hast been, thy fortunes, thy estate. 
And what she was that I resemble. most. 

Y, Art, First, look that no man. see or overhear us : 
1 think that shape was bom to do me good. 
Mis. Art, Hast thou known one that did resemble me ? 
Y, Art, Aye, mistress ; I cannot chuse but weep 
To call to mind the fortunes of her youth. 
Mis, Art, Tell me of what estate or birth was she. 
F. Art, Bom of good parents, and as well brought up ; 
Most fair, but not so fadr as virtuous ; . 
Hiqtpy in aU things but her marriage ; 
Her riotous husband, which I weep to think. 
By his lewd life, made them both miscarry. 

Mis, Art, Why dost thou grieve at their adversities ? 
F. Art, O blame me not ; that man my kinsman was, 
N'earer to me a kinsman could not be; 
A^ near allied was that chaste woman too, 
-Nearer was never husband to his wife ; 
^e, whom I term'd my friend, no friend of mine, 
^roring both mine and his own enemy, 
I^oison'd his wife ; O the time he did so ! 
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Joyed at her deaths inhumaD slave to do sol 
Exchang'd her love for a base strumpet's lust i 
Foul wretch ! accursed villain ! to exchange so. 

Mis. Art, You are wise^ and blest, and happy, to rep 
so: 
But what became of him and his new wife \ 

Y, Art. O hear the justice of the highest heaven : 
This strumpet, in reward df all his love. 
Pursues him for the death of his first wife ; 
And now the woeful husband languisheth. 
Flies upon, pursu'd by her fierce hate ; 
And nowj, too late, he doth repent his sin. 
Ready to perish in his o^vn despadr. 
Having no means but death to rid his care. 

MU, Art, I can endure no more, but I must weep ; 
My blabbing tears cannot my counsel keep. [jux 

F. Art. Why weep you, mistress? if you had the he 
Of her whom you resemble in your face,— 
But she is dead, and, for her death. 
The spunge of either eye 
Shall weep red tears 'till every vein is dry. 

Mis, Art. Why weep you, friend? your rainy drops pi 
keep; 
Repentance wipes away the drops of sin. 
Yet tell me, friend, he did exceeding ill, 
A wife, that lov'd and honor'd him, to kill. 
Yet say, one like her, far more chaste than fair. 
Bids him be of good comfort, not despair. 
Her soul's appeased with his repentant tears. 
Wishing he may survive her many years. 
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Fain would I give him money to supply 

His present wants, but fearing he should fly. 

And getting over to some foreign shore. 

These rainy eyes should never see him more. 

My heart is fiiU, I can no longer stay. 

But what I am my love must needs bewray. [aside. 

Farewell, good fellow, and take this to spend ; 

Say, one like her commends her to your friend. [eant. 

Y. Art, No friend of mine, I was my own soul*s foe. 
To murder my chaste wife, that lov'd me so ! 
In life she lov'd me dearer than her life : 
What husband here but would wish such a mfe ? 
I hear the officers with hue and cry; 
She sav'd my life but now, and now I die. 
And welcome, death \ I will not stir from hence ; 
Death I deserved. 111 die for this offence. 

Enter Brabo, with Officers, Mistress Splay, and Hugh. 

Bra, Here is the murderer; and. Reason's man, 
Vou have the warrant : sirs, lay hands on him ; 
'A.ttach the slave, and lead him bound to death. 

Hugh. No, by my faith. Master Brabo, you have the 
l>etter heart, at least you should have ; I am sure you have 
viaore iron and steel than I have ; do you lay hands on him ; 
I promise you I dare not. 

Bra, Constables, forward ; forward, officers ; 
^ will not thrust my finger in the fire. 
^Ay hands on him, I say : why step you back ? 
^ mean to be the hindmost, least that any 
Should run away, and leave the rest in peril. 
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St8«d forward : are you not asham'd to fear ? 

' Y, Art* Nay, never strive; behold, I yield myself. 
I must comn«id your resolution, 
That^ being so ra«ay, and so weapon'd. 
Dare not adventure on a man unarm'd. 
Now^ lead me to what priscntyou think best : 
Yet, use me well, I am a gentleman. 

Hugh. Truly, Master Arthur, we will use. you as well as 
heart can think ; the justices sit to-day, and my master is 
chief: you shall command me. 

Bra. What ! hath he yielded? if he had withstood us, 
lliis curtelaxe of mine had cleft his head ; 
Resist he durst not, when he once spy'd me. 
Come, lead him hence : how lik'st thou this, sweet witch? 
This fellow's death will make our mistress rich. 

Mis. Splay. I say, I care not who's de^ or alive. 
So, by their lives or deaths, we two may thrive. 

Hugh. Come, bear him away. \eweunt. 

SCENE III. 

A Room in Justice Reason's House, 

Enter Justice Reason, Old Master Arthur, and Old Mas- 
ter LUSAM. 

Justice. Old Master Arthur, and Master Lusam, so it is 
that I have heard both your complaints, but understood 
neither, for, you know, Legere et non intelligere negUgere^ 
est, 

O. Art. I come for favour, as a father should. 



A GOOD WIFK FROM A BAD. 91 

Pityiiu: the &11 and ruin of his sun. 

O, Lui, I come for justice^ as a fkther should. 
That hath, by violent murder, lost his daughter. 

Justice. You come for favour, and you come for Justice : 
Justice with fovour is not partial. 
And, using that, I hope to please you both. 

O. Art. Good Master Justice, think upon my son. 

O. Lus. Good Master Justice, think upon my daughter. 

Justice. Why, so I do ; I think upon them both ; 
But can do neither of you good ; 
For he that lives must die, and she that's dead 
Cannot be revived. 

O. Art. Lusam, thou seek'st to rob me of my son. 
My only son. 

O. Lus. He robb'd me of my daughter, my only daughter. 

Justice. And robbers are flat felons by the law. 

O. Art. Lusam, I say thou art a blood-sucker, 
A tyrant, a remorseless cannibal ; 
Old as I am. 111 prove it on thy bones. 

O. Lus. Am I a blood-sucker, or cannibal \ 
Am I a tyrant that do thirst for blood ? 

O. Att. Aye, if thou seek'st the ruin of my son. 
Thou art a tyrant and a blood-sucker. 

O. Lus. Aye, if I seek the ruin of thy son, I am indeed. 

O. Art. Nay, more, thou art a dotard $ 
And, in the right of my accused son, 
I challenge thee the field. Meet me, I say. 
To-morrow morning beside Islington^ 
And bring thy sword and buckler, if thou dar'st. 

O, Lus. Meet thee with my sword and buckler ? 
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There's my glove. 

Pll meet thee, to revenge my daughter's death. 

Call'st thou me dotard ? Though these threescore years 

I never handled weapon but a knife. 

To cut my meat, yet will I meet thee there. 

God's precious ! call me dotard ? 

O, Art, I have cause. 
Just cause, to call thee dotard, have I not ? 

O, Lu8. Nay, that's another matter ; have you cause ? 
Then God forbid that I should take exceptions. 
To be call'd dotard of one that hath cause. 

Justice. My masters, you must leave this quarrelling, 
for quarrellers are never at peace ; and men of peace, while 
they are at quiet, are never quarrelling : so you, whilst you 
foil into brawls, you cannot chuse but jar. Here comes 
your son accused, and his wife the accuser; stand forth 
both. Hugh, be ready vdth your pen and ink to take their 
examinations and confessions. 

Enter Mistress Mary, Brabo, Young Master Arthur, 
Mistress Splay, Hugh, and Officers. 

F. Art, It shall not need ; I do confess the deed. 
Of which this woman here accuseth me ; 
I poison'd my first wife, and, for that deed, 
I yield me to the mercy of the law. 

0, Lus. Villain ! thou mean'st my only daughter. 
And in her death depriv'dst me of all joys. 

y. Art, I mean her. I do confess the deed ; 
And, though my body taste the force of law, 
like an offender, on my knee, I beg 
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Your an,^ry soul will pardon roe her death. 

O, Lus. Nay, if he kneeling do confess the deed. 
No reason but I should forgive her death. 

Justice. But so the law must not be satisfied ; 
Blood must have blood, and men must have death ; 
I think that cannot be dispens'd withal. 

Mis. Ma. If all the world else would forgive the deed. 
Vet would I earnestly pursue the law. 

Y. Art. I had a wife would not have us'd me so ; 
The wealth of Europe could not hire her tongue. 
To be offensive to my patient ears ; 
But, in exchanging her, I did prefer 
A devil before a saint, night before day. 
Hell before heaven, and dross before tried gold ; 
Never was bargain with such damage sold. 

Bra, If you want witness to confirm the deed, 
I heard him speak it ; and that to his face. 
Before this presence, I will justify ; 
I will not part hence till I see him swing. 

Mis. Splay. I heard him too : pity but he should die. 
And, like a murderer, be sent to hell. 
To poison her, and make her belly swell ! 

Mis. Ma. Why stay you, then ? give judgment on the 
slave. 
Whose shameless life deserves a shameful grave. 

Y. Art. Death's bitter pangs are not so full of grief 
As this unkindness : every word thou speak'st 
Is a sharp dagger thrust quite through my heart. 
As little I deserve this at thy hands. 
As my kind patient wife deserv'd of me : 
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I was her torment, God hath made thee mine ; 
Then, wherefore at just plagues should I repine ? 
Justice, ' Where did'st thou buy this poison ? for such 
drugs 
Are felony for any man to sell. 

Y, Art. I had the poison of Aminadab ; 
But, innocent man, he was not accessary 
To my wife's death ; I clear him of the deed. 

Justice, No matter; fetch him, fetch him, briniphim 
To answer to this matter at the bar. 
Hugh, take these officers and apprehend him. 

Bra, PU aid him too; the schoolmaster, I see. 
Perhaps may hang with him for company. 

Enter Ansblm and Fuller. 

Ans. This is the day of Arthur*s examination 
And trial for the murder ofliis wife ; 
Let's hear how Justice Reason will proceed. 
In censuring of his strict punishment. 

Ful, Anselm, content ; let's thrust in 'mong the throng. 

Enter Aminadab and the Officers. 

Amin, O, Domine ! what mean these knaves. 
To lead me thus with bills and glaves ? 
O, what example would it be. 
To all my pupils for to see. 
To tread their steps all after me. 
If, for some fault, I hailed be ; 
Somewhat surely I shall mar. 
If you bring roe to the bar. 
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But, peace ; betake thee to thy wits. 
For yonder Joatke Reason sits. 

Justice. Sir Dab, Sir Dab, here's one accuseth you. 
To give him poison, being ill employed : 
Speak, how in this case you can clear yourself. 

Amin, Hei mihi ! what should I say ? the poison given I 
deny; 
He took it perforce from my hands, and, Domine, why not ? 
I got it of a gentleman, he most freely gave it. 
Ask, he knew me, my means was only to have it. 

y. Art. Tis true, I took it from this man perforce. 
And snatch'd it from his hand by rude constraint. 
Which proves him in this act not culpable. 

Justice, Aye, but who sold the poison unto him ? 
That must be likewise known ; speak, schoolmaster. 

Amin. A man verbosus, that was a fine generoaus ; 
He was a great guller, his name I take to be Fuller ; 
See where he stands, that unto my hands convey'd a pow- 
der; 
And, like a knave, sent her to her grave, obscurely to shroud 
her. 

Justice. Lay hands on him ; are you a poison seller } 
Bring him before us : sirrah, what say you ? 
Sold you a poison to this honest man ? 

FuL I sold no poison, but I gave him one 
To kill his rats. 

Justice. Ha, ha i I smell a rat. 
Yon sold him poison then to kill his rats? 
The word to kill argues a murd'rous mind; 
And you are brought in compass of the murder : 



s 
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80 set him by, we will uot hear him speak : 
That Arthur, Fuller, and the schoolmaster. 
Shall by the judges be examined. 

j4n8. Sir, if my friend may not speak for himself. 
Yet let me his proceedings justify. 

Justice, What's he that will a murder justify? 
Lay hands on him, lay hands on him, I say ; 
For justifiers are all accessaries. 
And accessaries have deserv'd to die. 
Away with him ! we will not hear him speak ; 
They aU shall to the High Commissioners. 

Enter Mistress Arthur. 

Mis, Art, Nay, stay them, stay them yet a little while, 
r bring a warrant to the contrary. 
And I will please all parties presently. 

Y. Art, I think my wife's ghost haunts me to my 
death ; 
Wretch that I was, to shorten her life's breath ! 

O. Art. Whom do I see, my son's wife ? 

O, Lus. What, my daughter ? 

Justice, Is it not Mistress Arthur that we see. 
That long since buried we suppos'd to be ? 

Mis, Art, This man's condemn'd for pois'ning of his wife ; 
His poison'd wife yet lives, and I am she ; 
And, therefore, justly I release his bands : 
This man, for suff'ring him these drugs to take. 
Is likewise bound, release him for my sake : 
This gentleman that first the poison gave. 
And this his friend, to be released I crave : 
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Murder there cannot be, where none is kill'd ; 
Her blood is suv'd, whom you suppos'd was spillM. 
Father-in-law, I give you here your son. 
The act's to do which you supposed ^vas done. 
And, father, now joy in your daughter's life. 
Whom heaven hath still kept to be Arthur's wife. 

0. ^rt. O, welcome, welcome, daughter 1 now I see, 
God, by his power, hath preserved thee. 

0. Lus, And 'tis my wench, whom I supposed was dead ; 
My joy revives, and my sad woe is fled. 

Y, Art: I know not what I am, nor where I am ; 
My soul's transported to an extasy, » 

For hope and joy confound my memory. 

Mis, Ma, What do I see ? lives Arthur's wife again ? 
Nay, then, I labour for his death in vain. 

Bra, What secret force did in her nature lurk. 
That, in her soul, the poison would not work ? 

Mis, Splay, How can it be the poison took no force? 
She lives with that which would have kill'd a horse 1 

Mis, Art. Nay, shun me not ; be not asham'd at all ; 
To heaven, not me, for grace and pardon fall. 
Look on me, Arthur; blush not at my wrongs. 

Y, Art, Still fear and hope my grief and woe prolongs. 
But, tell me, by what power thou didst survive ? 
Mth my own hands I temper'd that vile draught. 
That sent thee breathless to thy grandsire's grave. 
If that were poison I receiv'd of him. 

Amin, That ego nescto, but this dram 
Receiv'd I of this gentleman ; 
The colour was to kill Aiy rats, 

II 
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But 'twas my own life to dispatch. 

Ful. Is it even so ? then this ambi^ous doubts 
No man can better than myself decide ; 
That compound powder >vas of poppy made and mandrakes. 
Of purpose to cast one into a sleep, . 
To ease the deadly pain of him, whose leg 
Should be saw'd off; that powder gave I to the school- 
master. 

Amin. And that same powder, even that idem. 
You took from me, the same perfidem, 

Y. Art. And that same powder I commix*d with wine> 
Our godl^ knot of wedlock to untwine. 

O, Art, But, daughter, who did take thee from thy grave ^ 

0, Lu8, Discourse it, daughter. 

Ans, Nay, that labour save ; 
Pardon me. Master Arthur, I will now 
Confess the former frailty of- my love. 
Your modest wife with words I tempted oft ; 
But neither ill L could report of you. 
Nor any good I could forge for myself. 
Would win her to attend to my request ; 
Nay, after death, I lov'd her in so much. 
That to the vault where she was buried. 
My constant love did lead me through the dark. 
There ready to have ta'en my last farewell. 
The parting kiss I gave her I felt warm ; 
Briefly I bare her to my mother's house. 
Where she hath since liv'd the most chaste and true. 
That since the world's creation eye did view. 

Y.Art. My first wife, stand you here, my second there^ 
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And in the midst myself; he jthat will chuse 
A good wife from a bad, come learn of me^ 
That have tried both, in wealth and misery. 
A good wife will be careful of her fame. 
Her husband's credit, and her own good name ; 
And such art thou. A bad wife will respect 
Her pride, her lust, and her good name neglect ; 
And such art thou. A good wife will be still 
Industrious, apt to do her husband's will ; 
But a bad wife, cross, spiteful, and madding. 
Never keep home, but always be a gadding ,- 
And such art thou. A good wife will conceal 
Her husband's dangers, and nothing reveal 
That may procure him harm ; and such art thou. 
But a bad wife corrupts chaste wedlock's vow. 

On this hand virtue, and on this hand sin ; 

This who would strive to lose, or this to ydn ? 

Here lives perpetual joy, here burning woe ; 

Now, husbands, choose on which hand you will go. 

Seek virtuous wives, all husbands will be blest ; 

Mr wives are good, but virtuous wives are best. 

They that my fortunes will peruse, shall find 

No beauty's like the beauty of the mind. [eiffeuni. 



THE END. 
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HIS excellent old Comedy was licensed to be acted on the 
6th of November, 1632, and the representation appears, 
':i'om the MSS. of Sir Henry Herbert, the Master of the 
vels, to have given great offence. " In the play of Tiie 
all^ says he, ** written by Shirley, and acted by the 
:ueen's Players, there were divers personated so lively, 
oth of Lords and others of the Court, that I took it ill, 
nd would have forbidden the Play, but that Biston [Chris- 
opher Beeston] promised many things, which I found 
siult withal, should be left out, and that he would not 
iiffer it to be done by the Poet any more, who deserves to 
e punished; and the first that offends in this kind, of 
Gets or Players, shall be sure of public punishment." 
rem an allusion to this Play in the following passage in 
Shirley's Lady of Pleasure, it appears not unlikely that the 
s^tnonition of the Master of the Revels induced the poets 
Xo leave out some of the more obnoxious parts in the pub- 
lication of it 

*' Another game you have, which consumes more 
Your fame than purse, your revels in the night. 
Your meetings, call'd The Ball, to whidi appear. 
As to the Court of Pleasure, all your gallants 
And ladies, thither bound by a aubpcena 
Of Venus and small Cupid's high displeasure : 



IV 



'Til but the Family of Love, translated 

Into more costly sin : there was a play on't; 

And had the Poet not been briVd to a modest 

Expression of your antic gambols in't. 

Some darks had been discovered; and the deeds too ; 

In time he may repent, and make some blush. 

To see the second part danc'd on the stage." 

According to Sir Henry Herbert, in the passage above 
quoted. The Ball was written by Shirley, and from internal 
evidence we should say, that if not the whole yet the 
greater part was written by him. There is more nicety 
and discrimination in the characters than Chapman was 
citable of, and the humour is chiefly of that kind in which 
Shirley delights and excels. 
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r ACT I. SCENE I. 



^nter Sir Marmaddkb Travers and Mr. Bostock. 

^9. Whither so fast. Sir Marmaduke ? a word. 
"^ar. My honorable blood ! would I could stay 
-^^ give thee twenty : lam now enfirafif'd 



To 



twenty 
iiteet a noble gentleman. 
^«. Or rather 



E^tlewoman ; let her alone^ and go 
^ithme. 

^flf. Whither? 

^' 111 shew thee a lady of fire. 
^^r. A lady of the lake were not so dangerous. 
^. I mean a spirit ; in few words, because. 
* ^o?e tbee, 111 be open ; I am going 
* see my mistress. 
^w. Pll dispense with my 

B 
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Occasion to see a handsome lady^ 
I know you'll chuse a rare one. 

Bos, She is a creature 
Worth admiration $ such a beauty, wit. 
And an estate besides — ^thou canst not chuse 
But know her name, the Lady Ludna. 

Mar. Is she your mistress ? 

Bos, Mine ! whose but mine ? 
Am I not nobly born ? does not my blood 
Deserve her ? 

Mar. To tell you truth, I was now going thither. 
Though I pretended an excuse, and with 
A compliment from one that is your rival. 

Bos. Does she love any body else ? 

Mar. I know riot. 
But she has half a score, upon my knowledge. 
Are suitors for her favour. 

Bos. Name but one. 
And if he cannot shew as many coats — 

Mar. He thinks he has good cards for her, and likes 
His game well. 

Bos. Be an understanding knight. 
And take my meaning ; if he cannot shew 
As much in heraldry — 

Mar. I do not know how rich he is in fields. 
But he is a gentleman. 

Bos. Is he a branch of the nobility ? 
How many lords can he call cousin ? else 
He must be taught to knoV he has presumed 
To stand in competition with me. 
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Afar, Vou will not kill him ? 
Bo8, You shall pardon me ; 
X have that mthin me must not be provok'd. 
There be some living now that have been kill'd 
'or lesser matters. 
Mar. Some living that have been kilPd ! 
Bos. I mean some living that have seen examples, 
fot to confront nobility ; and I 
im sensible of my honour. 
Mar. His name is 
lir Ambrose. 
Bos. Lamount *. a knight of yesterday, 
^^Vnd he shall die to-morrow; name another. 

Mar. Not so fast, sir ; you must take some breath. 
Bos. I care no more for killing half a dozen 
^^nights of the lower house ; I mean that are not 
^KDescended from nobility, than I do 
*"I^o kick any footman ; an' Sir Ambrose were 
X<iught of the Sun, king Oberon should not save him, 
^Sor his queen Mab. 

Enter Sir Ambrose Lamount. 

Mar. Unluckily he's here, sir. 
Bos. Sir Ambrose, 
Kow does thy knighthood ? ha 1 

Amb. My nymph of honour, well ; I joy to sec thee. 
hos. Sir Marmaduke tells me thou art suitor to 
I^y Lucina. 

Amb. I have ambition 
^^ be her servant. 
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Bo8, Hast ? thou'rt a bniv« knight^ and I jeominead 
Thy judgement. 

Amb, Sir Mannaduke himself leans, that way too. 

Bos. Why didst conceal it ^Come» j;biq more the merrier. 
But I could never see you there. 

Mar, I hope. 
Sir, we may live. 

Boa, 111 tell you» gentlemen^ 
Chipid has given us all one livery ; 
I serve that lady too; you understand. ine : 
But who shall carry her, the fates determine %-. 
I could be knighted too. 

Amb, That would be no addition to 
Your blood. 

Bos, I think it would; not ; so. my lord told me;. 
Thou know'st my lord, not the earl; my other 
Cousin ; there's a spark his predecessors 
Have matched into the blood ; you understand 
He put me.upon this lady ; J prockdm , 
No hopes ; pray lef s together, gentlemen ; 
If she be wise — ^I say no more ; she shall not 
Cost me a sigh, nor shaU her love engage me 
To draw a sword, I have vow'd that. 

Mar, You did but jest before. 

Amb, Twere pity that one drop 
Of your heroic blood, should fall to th' ground : . 
Who knows, but all your cousin lords may die. 

Mar, As I believe them not immortal, sir. 

Amb. Then you are gulf of honour, swallow all. 
May marry some queen yourself, and get prinees 
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To fiiniiah the barren parts of Christendom. 

^fi^f^^ Solomon. 

Sol, Sir Maiinaduke ! in private : my lady would ' 
Speak with you. [aside to Sir Marmaduke. 

Amh, Tis her servant, what's the matter ? * 

Bos, I hope he is not sent for. 

Sol, But come alone, I shall be troubled 
With their inquiries, but 111 answer 'em. 

Amh. Solomon ! [takes him aside, 

Sol, My lady would speak with you, sir. 

Amb. Me? 

Sol. Not too loud ; I was troubled with Sir Marmaduke. 

Mar, This is good news. [aiiiie,' 

Bos, I do not like this whispering. 

SoL [to Sir Amb."] Forget not the time, and to come alone. 

Amb. This is excellent. [asiie. 

Bos, Solomon, dost not know me ? [takeis him aside. 

Sol. My business is to you, sir ; these 
Kept me off; my lady Lucina 
Has a gre^t mind to speak with you. 
Little do these imagine how she honours you. 

Bos, If I fail, may the surgeon. 
When he opens the next vein, let out all my honorable 
blood : 

There's for thy pains ; what thou shalt be hereafter 

Time shall declare ; but this must be conceal'd. 

[ea?it Sohnnon. 

Amb, You look pleasant. 

^flr. No, no ; I have no cause ; you smile. Sir Ambrose. 
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j4fnL Who, I?— The Cblonel. 

Enter the Colonel. 

Mar. But of our file, another of her suitors. 

j4md. Noble Colonel. 

Col, My honoured knights, and men of lusty kindred. 

Bos. Good morrow. 

Col. Morrow to all gentlemen : I'll tell you 
Who is retumM. 

j4mb. From whence ? 

Col. A friend of ours that went to travel. 

Mar. Who, who ? 

Col. I saw him within these three minutes, and know 
not how I lost him again ; he's not far o£f : d'ye keep a ca- 
talogue of your debts ? 

Bos. What debts ? 

Col. Such dulness in your memory i there was 
About six months ago a gentleman 
That was persuaded to sell all his laud. 
And to put the money out most wisely. 
To have five for one at his return from Venice : 
The shotten herring is hard by. 

^mb. Jack Freshwater ! I'll not see him yet% 

Bos. Must we pay him ? 

Col. It will be for your honour ; marry, we. 
Without much stain, may happily compound. 
And pay him nothing. 

Enter Freshwater, Monsieur Lk Friske, and Gudgeon. 
Here comes the thing ! 
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With what formality he treads^ and talks^ 
And manageth a toothpick like a statesman. 

^mb. How he*s transformed ! 

Mar, Is not his soul Italian ? 

Bos. Ill not bid him welcome home. 

Amd. Nor I. 

Afar, What's the other rat that's with him ? 

Col, D'ye not know him ; *tis the court dancing weasel. 

Mar. A dancer, and so gay I 

Col, A mere French footman, sir; does he. not look. 
Like a thing come off o'th* saltcellar ? 

Mar. A dancer? 
I would allow him gay about the legs. 
But why his body should exceed decorum. 
Is a sin o'th' state. 

Fres. That's aU [/o Le Friske. 

I can inform you of their dance in Italy ; 
Marry, that very morning I left Venice, 
I had intelligence of a new device. 

Le Fris. For the dance. Monsieur ? 

Fres, Si, signior : I know not 
What countryman invented, but they say 
There be chopinoes made with such rare art. 
That, worn by a lady, when she means to dance, 
8hall with their very motion sound forth music, 
And by a secret sympathy with their tread 

Strike any tune, that without other instrument. 

Their feet both dance and play. 
he Fris. Your lodging, Monsieur ? 

That when I have leisure I may dare 
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Present an h umble serviieur. {■ 

Fres. I do lie 
At the sig^n of Donna Margaretia de Pia r- 
In the iStrand. 

Gud. At theMaggetft Pie inthe^Stnuid, sir. 

Le Fris. At de Magdepie, bon, adieu, serviieur. * [esnt. 

'Amb, He will-not know^us. - 

6W. 'D'ye^see those>gentiliemeni 

/*r^«. Thou Pantalooe,* bedkiit. 

(7o/. Ill speak to him ,: 
You're welcome home^rsir. 

#V^*. Signiorl :[(Mfit. 

Col, He will not know me, this is excellent: 
He shall be acquainted 1>etter9 ere I part - 
With any sums. 

Amb, Next time we*ll not know him. 

Bos, Would all my creditors hiadthis blessed ignorance !. 

Mar. Now, colonel, I-U take my leave. . 

[eweuntSir'Marmaduke and Sir , Ambrose.. 

Bos. I am engaged too. 

Col. Well. 

Bos. I shall tneet you anon, . 
I am to wait upon a cousin of mine. * 

Col. A countess ? 

* Pantalone. In the old edition this word is spelt Platalone, which is most 
probably an error of the press. That a person who'pretends to have just re- 
turned ftom Venice, and who affbcts, in consequence, a kribwlAlge'df the Ita- 
lian language, should sprinkle his conversation with Italian, is liktiy enough. 
' The character of Pantalone (an old man) was.eqmipon cm -the Itattao B^e> and 
is, it is coqjectured, used here in the sense of Dotard, . 
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5m. 'My lord.' 

ErUer LoKt> Rainebow and Barker. 

Lord R, Cousin ! 

Bos. Your lordship lionoJUrs-me in this acknowledgement. 
Lord R, Colonel 1 
Bog, D'yenot'knaw.me, sir? 

Bar. Yoiifre not a proclamation that every man is boimd 
^ o take -notice^ of« and I cannot tell who you are by instinct.. 
Lord R, A kinsman of .mine, Frank. 
Col, Good morrow- to your lordship.. . 
Lord R. Colonel^ your humble ^-servant; hark you, 
Frank 1 [exeunt Lord Rainebow and Barker. 

Bos. You are acquiunted with my lord then. 
K s he not a complete gentleman ? his family 
^Jame in with the Conqueror. 

CW. You had not else been kin to him. 
Bos, A poor slip, a scion from that honorable tree. 
Col, He is the ladies' idol, they have not leisure 
To say their prayers for him ; a great advancer 
Of the new ball. 

Bos, Nay, he's right, right as my leg, colonel. . 
Col. But t' other gentleman, you do, not know his inside. 
Bos. I have seen him; he looks philosophical. 
Col. Who ! he's the wit, whom your, nobility 
Are much oblig'd to for his company ; . 
%ha8 a railing genius, and they cherish.it, 
P^bgs dirt in every face when he's i' the humour, 
^d they must laugh, and thank him ; he is dead else. 
Bos. Will the lords suffer him ? 
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Col. Or lose their mirth ; he's known in every science^ 
And can abuse 'em all ; some have supposed 
He has a worm in's brain^ which at some time 
O' the moon doth ravish him into perfect madness ; 
And then he prophecies, and will depose 
The emperor, and set up Bethlem Gabon* 

Bos. He's dead ; I hope he will not conjure for him. 

Col. His father shall not 'scape him nor his ghost. 
Nor heaven, nor hell, his jest must have free passage ; 
He's gone ! and I lose time to talk of him : 
Farewell ! Your coimtess may expect too long. 

Bos. Farewell! colonel. [exeunt, 

SCENE n. 

Enter Lady Rosamond, and Lady Honoria. 

Ros, Why do you so commend him ? 

Hon. Does he not 
Deserve it ? Name a gentleman in the kingdom. 
So affable, so moving in his language. 
So pleasant, witty, indeed every thing 
A lady can desire. 

Ros. Sure thou dost love him ; 
I'll tell his lordship, when I see him again. 
How zealous you are in his commendation. 

Hon. If I be not mistaken, I have heard 
Your tongue reach higher in his praises, madam, 

* Bethlem Gabor, the famous Prince of Transylvania, being proclaimed 
King of Hungary, was opposed by the Emperor, and obliged to conclude a peace 
in 1624. 
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Howe'er you. aow seem cold ; but if you tell him 
My opinion^ as you shall do him no pleasure. 
You can do me no injury ; I know 
His lordship has the constitution 
Of other courtiers — they can endure 
To be commended. 

Ros. But, I pr'ythee, tell me, 
Is't not love whence this proceeds ? I have, 
I must confess, discoursed of his good parts. 
Desired his company. 
Han, And had it ? 
Rm, Yes, and had it. 
Hon. All night. 

Ros, You are not, I hope, jealous : 
If I should say all night, I need not blush. 
It was but at a ball ; but what of this ? 
Han. £'en what you will. 
Ro9. I hope you have no patent 
To dance alone with him; if he have privilege 
To kiss another lady, she may say 
He does salute her, and return a curtesey 
To shew her breeding ; but I'll now be plainer : 
Although you love this lord, it may be possible 
He may dispose his thoughts another way. 
Hon. He may so. 

Ro9. Who can help it ? he has eyes 
To look on more than one, and understands. 
Perhaps to guide and place his love upon 
The most deserving object. 
Hon. Most deserving ! 



I 
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This language is not level %vith;that friendBhip 
You have profess'd ; this touches a comparifioo. 

Ro8, Why do you think all excellence -is throng'd 
Within your beauty ! 

Hon, You are angry, lady ; 
How much does this concern you to be thus •. 
Officious in his cause, if you be not < 
Engaged by more thui ordinary affection ; 
I must interpret this no kind respect 
To me. 

Ro8, Angry ! ha, ha ! 

Hon, You then transgress against civility.^ 

Ro8, Good madam, why ? because 
I think and tell you that another lady • \ 
May be as handsome in some man^s opinion ; • 
Admit I lov'd him too, may not I hold 
Proportion with you, on some entreaty ? 

Enter Lord Rain&bow. 

Lord R, They're loud, I'll not be seen, yet. , 

Ro8. What is it that exalts you. above all . 
Comparison? my father was as good 
A gentleman, and my mother has as great 
A spirit. 

Hon, Then you love him too ? 

Ro8, Twin appear 
No greater miracle in me, I take it :' 
Yet diflPerence will'be, perhaps I may 
Affect him with a better consequence. 
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. • Han. Your consequence perhaps may be denied too : 
Why there are no such, wonders in your eye. 
Which other- eidmpositions do not boaist of. 
My lord, no doubt, hath in his travels clapp'd 
As modest cheeks, and kiss'd as melting, lips. 

Ros. And yet mine are not'pale. 

Han, It may be,^ they blush for. the teeth behind them. 

Ro8, I have read 
No sonnets on the sweetness of your breath. 

Han, Tis not perfum'd. 

R4>8. But I have heard your tongue, exalted much. 
Highly commended. 

Han. Notabove your forehead. 
When you 'have brush'd* away .the hairy penterUsh,* 
And made it visible^ 

LardR. I'll now interrupt 'em ; 
They'll fall by -the" eai^;else presently. \he catnes forward. 

Han. My lord. 

Lard R. What, in contention, ladies ? 

Ros. Oh, my lord/you're welcome. 

Lard R. Express it in diiscovery of that 
Made you so earnest; I am Confident 
You were not practising a dialogue 
To entertiun me. 

Han. Yet it did concern you. 

Rot. Do not you blush ? fie, madam. 

* Vmitenuh is printed pentehrtMh in the original edition. It is probable, 
tbe author intended to write pentenuhi meaning a penthouse* the overhiAiging 
TQoii and porches of houses being then usually thatched with rushes ; although 
t tttTe never seen the word used befbre. 
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LwdR, Nay, an' you come to blnsh once, and fie, madam, 
rU know the secret, by this kiss I will. 
And this. \he kisses them both, 

Hon, You were Idgs'd first, discover now 
At your discretion. 

Ros, My lord, we were in jest. 

Hon, It might have tum'd to earnest, if your lordship 
Had not interpos'd. 

LordR, Come, out ^th it 

Ros. We had a difference. 

Lord R. Well sud. 

Ros. About a man in the world ; you had best name him 

Hon, You have the betted gift at telling secrets. 

Lord R, Yet again, come I'll help it out ; there is 
A gentleman in the world, some call a lord. 

Ros. Did your lordship overhear us ? 

Lord R. Nay, nay, you must stand to 't — one whom you 
Love ; it will appear no greater miracle 
In you, I take it ; one, no doubt, that hath 
TravellM, and clapp'd as modest cheeks, and kiss'd 
As melting lips ; thus far I'm right, but what 
Name this most happy man doth answer to. 
Is not within my circle. 

Hon. Yet you know him. 

Ros Not to retain your lordship longer in the dark, 
Confident youll not accuse my modesty 
For giving you a truth, you shall not travel 
Beyond yourself to find his name ; but do not 
Triumph, my lord. 

Lord R. Am I so fortunate ? 
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Then, love, I do forgave thee, and will cherish 
Hie flame I did suspect would ruin me ; 
YotL two divide my love, only you two ; 
Be gentle in your empire, heavenly ladies ! 
No enemy abroad can threaten you. 
Be careful, then, that you maintain at home 
No civil wars. 

Hon, How d'ye mean, my lord? 

Lord R, You are pleas'd to smile upon roe, gentle lady; 
And I have took it in my heart more than 
Imaginary blessings ; with what pleasure 
Could I behold this beauty, and consume 
My understanding to know nothing else. 
My memory to preserve no other figure. 

Has. My lord, I am not worth your flattery. 

Ijord R. I flatter you? Venus herself be judge, 
To whom you are so like in all that's fair, 
'Twere sin but to be modest. 

Ros. How, my lord ? • 

LfOrd R, Do not mistake me ; 'twere 
A sin but to be modest in your praises : 
Here's a hand, nature shew me such another ; 
A brow, a cheek, a lip, .and every thing. 
Happy am I that Cupid's blind. 

Has, Why happy? 

Lord R, If he could see, he would forsake his mistress 
To be my rival, and for thy embraces 
Be banish'd heaven. 

Hon. My lord, FU take my leave. 

Lord R, If you did know how great a part of me 
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Will wither in your aiMeace^ you' weuid have 
More charity ; one accent of unkiikd 
Language from you*, doth wound me more than ■ all 
The malice of my destinies ; oh, dear madam. 
You say you'll take your leaye of.your {mkht sehrant^ 
Say, rather, you .will dwell^for ever here, . 
And let me stay and gaze upon 
Your heavenly form. 

Hon, I can be. patient 
To hear your lordship'modc me $ these are .but 
A coarse reward for my good thoughts. 

Lord R, This 'tis touse plain dealingy'and-betray theiiu^ 
Of our hearts to wouien ; did you think well of me 
So late, and am I forfeited already. 
Am I a Christian ? 

Hon. Yes, I hope, my lord. 

Lord R. Make me not miserable then, dear madam, 
With your suspicion ; I dissemble with you ! 
But you know too well what command youTc beauty 
Has upon me. 

Hon, Give me leave. 
My lord, to wonder you can love me. 
With such a flame you have expressed, yet she 
Your mistress. 

Lord R. You are both my mistresses. 

Ros, I like not this so well. 

Lord R. There is no way but one to make me happy. 

Hon, I wish, my lord, I had the art to effect 
What you desire. 
Ros. Or i: 
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Lwrd R, It is within 
Your powers. 

Hon, Speakll* my lord. 

Lord R, Sino^it is to 
Hiat Fin notable U>, determine which 
My heart, so equal unto both, woidd chuse. 
My suit is to your virtues ; to a^^ree 
Between yourselves, whose creature I shall be. 
You can judge better of your wordis than I ; 
My allegiance ihall be ready, if you can 
Conclude which shall have the supremacy $ 
Take pity on your servant, gentle ladies. 
And reconcile a heart too much idii^ed : 
So, with the promise of my obedience - 
To her that shall be fairest, wisest, sweetest 
Of you two, when I next present a lover, 
I take distracted leave. [eait. 

Him. Why, this is worse than all the rest. 

Res. He's gone. 
And has referred himself to us. 

Han. This will 
Ask counsel. 

R4>8. And some time ; I would be loth 
To yield. 

Him. And I ; Cupid instruct us both. [exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

f 
Enter Barker, Frbshwatbri and Gudgeon. 

Bar. And what nukde you undertake this voyage. 
Sweet Signior Freshwater } 

Fres. An affection 
I had to be acquainted with some countries. 

Gud, Give him good words. 

Bar, And you return fraught home with the rich devices 
Fashions of steeples, and the situations 
Of gallowses, and wit, no doubt, a bushel. 
What price are oats in Venice ? 

Fres, Signior, 
I kept no horses there, my man and I — 

Bar, Were asses. 

Fres, How, signior? 

Gud, Give him good words, a pox take him. 

Bar, Had not you land once ? 

Fres, I had some dirty acres. 

Gud, I am his witness. 

Fres. Which I reduced into a narrow coi^pass. 
Some call it selling. 

Gud, He would sell bargains of a child. 

Fres, And 'twas a thriving policy. 

Bar, As how? 

Fres» It was but two hundred poimd per annum, sir ; 
A lean revenue. 

Bar, And did you sell it all ? 
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Fres, I did not leave an acre, rod, or perch ; 
That liad been no discretion ; when I was selling 
I would sell to purpose ; do you see this roU } 
I have good security for my money, sir. 
Not an egg here Imt has five chickens, in't ; . 
I did most politickly disburse my, sums, 
To have five for one at my return from V^^ce, 
And now I thank my stars I atn at home. 

Bar. And so, by consequence, in three months your estate 
Will be five times as much, dr quintupled. 

Fres, Yes, signior, quintupled ; 
I will not purchase, yetl mean.to use. , . 
This trick seven years together ; first 
ni still put out, and quintuply as you .calPt ; 
And when I can' in my exchequer tell 
Two or three milfioas,. I will fall a purchasing. 
Bar, Kingdoms, I warrant. . 
Fres. I have a>mind to buy 
Constantinople from the Tnrk, and give it 
The emperor. 

Bar. What think you of Jerusalem ? 
If you would purchase that, and bring it nearer. 
The Christian pilgrims would be much oblig'd to you. 
When did you wash your sock&? 
^rei. I wear none, signior. 

Bar. Then 'tis your, breath ; to your lodging and perfume 
it! 
Yottll tell the sweeter lies to them that will 
^ 80 much time to ask about your travel : 
Yott wUl not sell your debts ? 
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• 

Fres. Sell 'em ? no, signior. 

Bar, Have you as much left in ready cash as will 
Keep you and this old troul a fortnight longer? 
Die, and forgive the world I thou may'st be buried. 
And have the church-cloth, if you can put in 
Security the parish shall be put 
To no more charge ; dost thou hope to have a penny 
Of thy own money back ? is this an age 
Of five for one ? die ere the town take notice I 
There is a hideous woman carries ballads. 
And has a singing in her head ; take heed . 
And hang thyself, thou may'st not hear the time : 
You remember Coryat.* 

Fres. Honest Tom Odcombe. 

Bar, We'U have more verses o' thy travels, coxcomb ; 
Books shall be sold in bushels in Cheapside, 
And come in like the peascods, wain, loads full 
Of thee, and thy man Apple John, that looks 
As he had been a se'nnight in the straw 
A ripening for the market ; farewell, russeting 1 
Thou art not worth my spleen ; do not forget 
My counsel; hang thyself, and thou go'st off 
Without a sessions. \em(^ 

Fres, Fine ! Fm glad he's gone. Gudgeon, what dostJ 
thou think ? 

€rud, I think you're well rid of a railing madcap. 

* Tom Coryat c^ Odoombe, called the L^*8tretcher; a man who aspimi 
to the reputation of a wit and a traveller .with equal want of success, as may b9 
seen by any one who will take the trouble to consult his '* Crudities." 
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» 

Fres, Nay, nay, he'll not spare a lord : 
But were not I best call in my monies. Gudgeon i 
My estate will not hold out ; I must be more 
Familiar with my gentlemen. 

Enter Lord Rainbbow. 

LordR. Jack Freshwater ! welcome from Venice. 

Fres, I thank your honour. 

Lord R, Was it not Frank Barker that parted from you ? 

Fres. Yes, my lord. 

Lard R. Whaf s the matter ? 

Fres. There is a sum, my lord. 

LordR. Where is it, signior ? 

Fres. There was a sum, my lord, deliver'd 
Prom your poor servant Freshwater. 

Lord R. I remember : 
But I have business now ; come home to me. 
The money's safe ; you were to give me five 
For one at your return. 

Fi-es* I, five ? Your lordship has forgot the cinquepace. 

Lord R, Something it is, but when I am at leisure 
We will discourse of that, and of your travel ; 
Farewell, signior. [ejnt. 

Fres. Is't come to this ? if lords play fast and loose, 
^Vhat shall poor knights, and gentlemen i 
Hum, 'tis he. 

Enter Colonel. 

Coi, A pox upon him I what makes he in my way ? 
Fres. Noble colonel. 
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Coi. Que dites vous, momieur f 

Fres, Que dites vaue! 

Col. Out, Je ne parle pas Anglau.^ 

Fres, There were five English piecea< 

CoL Je *ne parte pas Anglois, me speak no word Eng- 
lish; 
Fotre serviteur, [e^it. 

Fres. Adieu five pieces^ 
Gudgeon gape^ is't not he i 
They will not use me o'this fashion : 
Did he not speak to me i'the morning ? 

Gud. Yes, sir. 

Fres, I think so. 

Gud. But then you would not know him in Italian, 
And now he will not know you in French. 

Fres, Call you this selling of land, and putting out money 
To multiply estate ? 

Gud. To quintuply five for one ; large interest. 

Fres. Five for one ! 'tis ten to one if I get my principal. 

Gud. Your roll is not at the bottom yet, try the rest. * 

Fres. I have : signior, farewell. [exeunt. 

Enter Scutilla and Solomon. 

Scu. Didst speak with the colonel? 

Sot. I met him opportunely after all the rest, 

« The printer has made strange words out of the French introduced in 
diffletent parts of the dialogue ; but, it is presumed, the author intended that 
the Colonel should speak it correctly. 
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And told iiim how much it would concern 

His liyelihood to make haste. 
Scu. He must not be seen yet ; you know where 
^0 attend for him : give him access by 
^e garden to my chamber, and bring 
Me nimbly knowledge when he is there. 

M I shall, forsooth. [eait. 

SCENE II. 

-^nler Monsieur Lb Frisks, Lady Rosamond, Lady Lucina, 

and Lady Honoria. 

LeFris. Very well, an dat be skiryy, you run trot, trot, 
trot; psha, follow me, feut madame, can you not tell so 
often learning? — Madame, you foot it now, Piait il? 

{to another Lady who dances. 
Excellent, better den excellent, psha— you be laughed 
When you come to de ball ; I teach tree hundred, never 
Forgot so much, me sweat taking pain, and fiddling 



Luc, Fiddling ladies, you molecatcher. [she strikes him, 
Le Fris, Pourqupi ? for telling you 
Dance not well, you commit faut, and beat me for my 
Diligence, begar, you dance your pleasure. 
Han, No, Monsieur Le Friske, put not up your pipe ; my 
lady 
Was but in jest, and you must take it for a favour. 
Le Fris. I veare no favours in dat place ; should any gen- 
tleman 
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Of England give me blow, diable, me teach him French 
Passage. 

Ros. Nay, you shall not be so angry ; I must have a co- 
rante : 
Pray, madam, be reconcilM. 

Luc, Come, monsieur, I am sorry. 
• Le Fris. Sorre, tat is too much, par ma foil I kiss tat 
white hand, ipive me one, two, tree buffets-; allex^ allez, 
look up your countenance, your English man spoil you, 
he no teach you look up ; psha, carry your body in the 
swimming fashion, and den alleg Mademoiselle, ha, ha, ha! 
^0,/ort ban, excellent, begar. [f^eif dtmce. 

Luc, Nay, a country dance, ScutiUa ; you are idle. 
You know we must be at the ball anon, come. 

LeFris. Where is the ball this night? 

Luc, At my Lord Rainebow's. 

Le Fris, Oh, he dance finely, begar ; he deserve the ball 
of de world : fine, fine gentleman, your oder men dance, 
lop, lop mth de lame leg, as they want crushes, begar ; 
and look for argent in the ground, psha. 

[they dance a new country dance — 
Hal htkl/ortbon, 

Ros. Now, madam, we take our leave. 

Luc. Ill recompense this kind visit : does your coacl^ 
stay ? 

Hon. Yes, madam ; 
Your ladyship will be too much troubled. 

Luc, I owe more service. ^ * 

Scu. Monsieur, yoiill begone too. 

Le Fris. I have more lady, my scholars. 
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Scu. Is that the way of your ini^trument i 

U Fris, A la made de f ranee \ fil fi /* adieu, 

^oehme, votre serviteur, 

^dieu demi Monsieur, f \to Scutitta ; — eweunt all but 

Scuiilla. 

Enter Solomon and Colonel. 

Scu. Sir^ you are welcome. 

C<^. I thank you, lady. 

Scu. The time's too narrow to discourse at large, 
fiut I intend you a service ; 
You have deserved it 

In your own nobleness to one I call a kinsman, 
"Whose life, without your charity, had been 
forfeit to his general's anger; 'twas not 
^thout his cause you after quit your regiment. 

Col, He was my friend ; forget it. 

Scu. You were sent for 
% the Lady Lucina. 

Col, Whose command I wait. 

Scu, Twas my desire to prepare you for 
^e entertainment ; be but pleas'd to obscure 
Yourself behind these hangings a few minutesi 
* hear her ; you may trust me. 

Col, Without dispute, I obey you, lady. 

* Fit, fit* in the original edition, which I have altered as above : if the 
*xiiendati(ni be not right, it has at least some meaning. 

t The^ole of this sentence is given to Le jPriske, whether oorrectly or not 
^ doabt— If, however, it be properly assigned to him, the last line was most 
^^^y intended to be addressed to Scutilla. 
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Enter Lady Lucina^ 

Luc, Now, Scutilla, we are ripe and ready 
To entertain my gamesters ; my man said 
They promised all to come ; I was afraid 
These ladies in their Idnd departure would not 
Bequeath me opportunity, and the mirth 
Doth in the imagination so tickle me, 
I would not willingly have lost it for a jewel 
Of some value. 

Scu, Then your purchase holds. 

Luc, If they hold their affections, and keep touch. 
Well have some sport. 

Enter Solomon. 

SoL Sir Marmaduke Travers. 

Luc. Away, Scutilla, and 
Laugh not loud between our act's ; we'll meet 
Again like music, and make our selves merry. 

Scu, I wait near you* [eatt Solomon. 

Enter Sir Marmaduke. 

Luc. Sir Marmaduke, I thought I should have had 
Your visit without a summons. . 

Mar. Lady, you gave 
One feather to the wings I had before ; 
Can there be at last a service to employ 
Your creature ? 

Luc, Something ^ath pleaded for you in your absence. 

Mar. Oh let me dwell upon jour hand ; my stars 
Have then remembered me agiuin. . - 
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Luc, How do the fens ? 
Goes the draining f orward, and your iron mills ? 

Mar, Druning, and iron milla^? I ksow not, madam. 

Luc. Gome, you conceal your industry, and care 
To thrive ; you need not be so close to me. 

Mar. By this hand, lady — ^have I any irony mills ? 

Luc. I am abus'd else ; nay, I do lore 
One that has mnd-mills in hiakead; 

Mar. How, madam ? 

Luc. Projects, and proclamations: did not you 
Travel to Yarmouth to learn how to cast 
Brass buttons ? nay, I like it; it is an age 
For men to look about them. Shall I trust 
My estate to one that has no thrift, a fellow 
Bat with one fEM^e ? my husband shall be a Janus, 
He cannot look too many ways ; and is 
Your patent for making vinegar confirmM ? 
Whftt a face you put upon't $ nay, ne'er dissemble 
Come, I know all, you'll thank that friend of yours. 
That, satisfied my enquiry of your worth 
Hlth such a welcome character ; but why 
Do I betray myself so fast ? beshrew 
His commendations. 

Mar. How is this ? some body, 
^liat meant me well, and knew her appetite 
^o wealth, hath told this of me ; 111 make use on't 
^^ell, madam, I desir'd these things more private 
^■^*ill something worth a mine, which I am now 

■romoving, had been perfect to salute you i 
I perceive you hold intelligence 
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In my affairs^ which I interpret love^ 
And I'll requite it : will you be content^ 
Be a Countess for the present. 

Lite, I shall want 
No honour in your love. 

Mar, When shall we marry ? 

Luc, Something must be piepar'd. 

Mar* A licence^ and say no more. 
How blest am 1 1 do not blush, 
I will not kiss your lip, till I have brought it. \e»U, 

Luc. Ha, ha, Scutilla^ 

Scu, Be secret still. \to the Colonel. 

Luc. Can'st 4;hou not laugh ? 

Scu. Yes, madam ; you have kept your word. 
The knight's transported, gone 
To prepare things for the wedding. 

Luc. How did'st thou like the iron mills ? 

Scu. And the brass buttons — ^rarely ; have you devices 
To jeer the rest ? 

Luc. All the re^ment of them, or I'll break my bow- 
strings. 

Scu. Sir Ambrose Lamount. 

Luc. Away, and let the swallow enter. 

Enter Sir Ambrose and Solomon. 

Luc. Why, sirrah, I did command you give access to none 
But Sir Ambrose Lamount, 
Whom you know I sent for. 
Audacious groom i 

Sol. It is Sir Ambrose, madam. Tesnt Solomo, 
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Luc. It is Sir Ambrose Coxcomb 1 it is not. 
^^ mercy, noble sir, I took you, muffled, 
^or one that every day solicits me 
"^o bestow my little dog upon bim ; but you're welcome ; 
I think I sent for you. 

jimb. It IS my happiness 
To WMt your service, lady. 

Luc, I hear say you have vow'd to die a batchelor, 
I hope it is not true, sir. 

Amb. I die a batchelor ! 

Luc. And that youll turn religious knight. 

Amb. I turn religious knight ! who has abus'd me ? 

Luc. I would only know the truth : it were great pity ; 
Por my own part I ever wishM you well. 
Although in modesty I have been silent ; 
I*ray, what's o'clock ? 

Amb. How's this ! 

Luc. I had a dream last night : me thought I saw you 
lOance so' exceedingly rarely, that I fell 
Xn love. 

Amb. In love with me ? 

Luc. With your legs, sir. 

Amb. My leg is at your service to come over. 

Luc. I wondered at my self ; but I consider'd, 
'Xkat many have been caught with handsome faces ; 
So my love grew. 

Amb. Upwards. 

Luc. What followed in my dream 
iWe forgot. 
Amb, Leave that to finish waking. . 
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Luc, Since the morning 
I find some alteration ; you know 
I have told you twenty times» I would not love you. 
But whether 'twere your wisdom^ or your fate. 
You would not be satisfied ; now, I know not. 
If something were procur'd^ what I should answer. 

Amb. A licence ? say no more. 

lAtc* Would my estate were doubled. 

Amb, For my sake. 

Lue. You have not purchased since you fell in love ? 

Amb, Not much land. 

Lfue. Revels have been some charge to you; you were 
ever 
A friend to ladies ; pity, but he should rise 
By one, has fallen with so many ; had you not 
A head once ? 

Amb. A head ? I have one still. 

Luc, Of hair, I mean : 
Favours have glean'd too much ; pray, pardon me; 
If it were mine, they should go look their bracelets^*. 
Or stay till the next crop; but» I blush, sir. 
To hold you in this discourse, you will perhaps 
Construe me in a wrong sense ; but, you may use 
Your own discretion till you know me better. 
Which is my soul's ambition. 

Amb, 1 am blest. 



* Thev should go look their braeeleU^that is* that they should thin, ot« as m- 
before expressed, glean their bracelets. To look, is still used in the North of 
England, in the sense of ' to thin or weed young wheat/ At. 
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Col. Cunning gipsy I she'll use me thus too 
When I come to't. 

Amb. Lady, I knoWyour mind ; when I see you next. \emi. 

Luc^ Youll see me agidn^ ha> ha, ha^ Scutilla? 

Scu. Here, madam^ akhost dead with stifling my laughter ; 
Why^ he's gone for a licenaey you did enjoin him no 
Silence. . 

Luc, I wouMhave 'em all nieet, and brag, o'their several 
Hopes ; they will not else be senrible, and quit me o'their 
Tedious visitation : — Who's next ? 
I would the Colonel were come, 
I long to have a bout with him. 

EfUer Solomon. 

Soi, Mr. Bostock, madam. 

Luc. Retire, and give the jay admittance, [^eofit Solomon. 

« 

JEnter Bostock. 

Bos. Madam, I kiss your fair hand. 
Luc, Oh, Mr. Bostock. 
Boi. The humblest of your servants. 
Luc. 'Twill not become your birth and blood to stoop 
To such a title. 

Bot. I must confess, dear lady, 
I carry in my veins more precious honour 
llian other men ; blood of a deeper crimson ; 
^nt you shall call me any thing. 

Luc. Not I, sir; 
It. would not becpme me to change your title, 
-Although I must confer I could desire 
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You were less honorable. 
Boi, Why, I pr'ythee, 
Is't a fault to spring from the nobility ^ 
There he some men have sold well faTOur'd lordshipg. 
To be ill-favour'd noblemen, and though 
I wear no title of the state, I can 
Adorn a lady. 

Luc. That is my misfortune, 
I would you could not, sir. 
Bos, Are you the worse 
For that? consider, lady. 
Luc. I have considered. 
And I could wish with all my heart you were 
Not half so noble ; nay, indeed, no gentleman. 
Bos. How, lady ? 

Luc. Nay, if you give me leave to speak my thoughts, 
I would you were a fellow of two degrees 
Beneath a footman, one that had no kindred, 
But knights o*the post, nay, worse ; pardon me, sir. 
In the humour I am in ; I wish, and heartily. 
You were a son o*the people rather than — 
Bos. Good madam, give me your reason. 
Luc. Because I love you. 
Bos. Few women wish so ill to whom they love. 
Luc. They do not love like me then. 
Bos. Say you so ? 

Luc. My wealth's a beggar, nay the title of 
A lady which my husband left, is a shadow 
Compared to what you bring to ennol)le me. 
And all the children you will get ; but I, 
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Out of my love^ desire you such a one. 
That I might add to you, that you might be 
Created by my wealth, made great by me ; 
Then should my love appear, but, as you are, 
I must receive addTtion from you. 

Bos, No body hears ; why, hark you, lady \ could 
You love me, if I were less honorable ? 

Luc. Honorable ! why you cannot be so base 
As I would have you, that the world might say. 
My marriage gave you somewhat. 

Bos, Say you so ? 
Under the rose, if that will do you a pleasure. 
The lords do call me cousin, but I am 

Luc. What? 

Bos. Suspected 

Luc. How? 

Bos. Not to be lawful ; 1 came in at the wicket. 
Some call it the window. 

Luc. Can you prove it ? 

Bos. Say no more. 

Luc. Then I prefer you before all my suitors ; 
Sir Ambrose Lamouot, and Sir Marmaduke 
Travers, are all mountebanks. 

Bos. What say you to the Colonel ? 

Luc, A lancepresado !* how my joy transports me I 

* Lmeepnudo, tanoapetado, lanceprimidOt'-a. lanoe corporal, the lowest grade 
oC military officers. LaiMtftreziado Match is one of the characters in Heywood's 
■^^Mffol King and Loyal StOifeet , and hmeeprezado occurs in Maasingei's Maid 
■%X Honour. Of this term Mr. Giflbrd has, in his edition of that poef a dramatic 
'^'""orlu, giTen the following explanation from ihe Soldier's Accidence:'-^** The 

D 
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But shall I tnut to tlds, do not you flatter? 
Will not you dy from that^ and be legitimate. 
When we are married? you men are too cunning 
With simple ladies. 

Boi. Do but marry me^ 
111 bring the midwife. 

Luc. Say no more ; provide 
What you think necessary, and all shall be 
Dispatch'd. 

Boa, I guess your meaning, and thus seal 
My best devotion. [jfalute* her and eofii. 

Sou, Away now, and present yourself. 

[aside to the CohneL 

Luc. Oh Scutiila, hold me, I shall fall 
In pieces else, ha, ha, ha ! 

Scu. Beshrew me, madam, but I wonder 
At you ; you wound him rarely up. 

Luc. Have not I choice of precious husbands ? now an' 
The Colonel were here, the task 
Were over. 

Scu. Then you might go play. 
Madam, the Colonel. 

Enter Colonel. 

Luc, Is he come once more ? withdraw — ^bid him march 

hither. 
Col, Now is my turn. — [aside.'] Madam I 

lowest range and meanest officer in an army is called the lanoepesado or 
prezado, who is a leader or governor of half a file> and therefore is commonly 
called a middle man, or captain over four." ' 
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Lwi, You're welcome, sir ; I thought you would have gone. 
And not grae'd me so much as with a poor 
Salute at paarting. 

Col. Gone! wMther? 

Lwi, To the wars. 

Col, She jeers me already; no, lady, I'm already 
Engag'd to a siege at home, and, 'till that service 
Be over, I enquire no new emplosrments. 

Luc» For honour's sake, what siege ? 

Co/. A citadel. 
That several forces are set down before. 
And all is entrench'd. 

Luc, What citadel ? 

Col, A woman. 

Luc, She cannot hold out long. 

Col, Ostend was sooner taken than her fort 
Is like to be, for any thing I perceive. 

Luc, Is she so well provided ? 

Col, Her provision 
May fail her, but she is devilish obstinate ; 
She fears nor fire nor famine. 

Luc, What's her name ? 

Col, Lucina. 

Luc, Ha, ha, ha ! alas, poor colonel ! 
If you'll take my advice, remove your siege, 
A province will be sooner won in the 
Low Countries : ha, ha, ha ! 

Col, Lady, you sent for me. 

Luc, 'Twas but to tell you my opinion in this business. 
You'll sooner circumcise the Turk's dominions. 
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Than take this toy you talk of; I do know it. 
Farewell, good soldier ; ha, ha, ha ! and yet 'tis pity; 
Is there no stratagem, no trick, no undermine ? 
If she be given so desperate, your body 
Had need to be well victuaird : there's a city 
And suburbs in your belly, and you must 
Lay in betimes to prevent mutiny 
Among the small guts, which with wind of 'venge else 
Will break your guard of buttons ; ha, ha, ha ! 
Come, well laugh, and lie down in the next room, Scutilla. 

[egit. 
CoL So, so, I did expect no good ; 

Why did not I strike her ? but I'll do something, 
And be with you to bring 't before you think of 't ; 
Malice and Mercury assist me. [^^''' 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

Enter Lord Rainebow and Barker. 

Bar, So, so, you've a precious time on't. 

LordR. Who can help it, Frank, if ladiejs will 
Be ^vild, repentance tame 'em I for my part, 
I court not them, till they provoke me to't. 

Bar And do they both affect you ? 

Lord R. So they say. 
And did justify it to my face. 

Bar. And you did praise their modesty? 

Lard R. I confess I prais'd them 
Both, when I saw no remedy. 
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Bar. You ^d, and they believ'd ? 

Lord R. Religiously. 

Bar, Do not^ 
Do not believe it, my young lord, theyll make 
Fools of a thousand such ; they do not love you. 

Lord R, Why, an't shall please your wisdom ? 

Bar, They are women ; 
That's a reason, and may satisfy you. 
They cannot love a man. 

Lord R, What then ? 

Bar, Themselves; 
And all little enough ; they have a trick 
To conjure with their eyes, and perhaps nuse 
A masculine spirit, but lay none. 

Lord R. Good Cato, 
Be not over-wise now ; what's the reason 
That women are not sainted in your calendar ? 
You have no frosty constitution. 

Bar, Would you were half so honest. 

Lord R. Why a woman 

May love thee one day. 
Bar, Yes, when I make legs 

And faces like such fellows as you are. 

Enter Monsieur Le Friske. 

Lord R, Monsieur Le Friske. 

^FrU, ServUeur, 

^d R, Nay, Frank, thou shalt not go. 

^*''. ril come again when you have done your jig. 

^ ^ris. Ah! monsieur. 
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Lard R. Coine^ you shall sit down^ this fellow wiD make 
thee laugh. 

Bar. I shall laugh at you both, an' I stay. 

LfOrd R. Hark you> monsieur, this gentleman has a great 
mind to learn to dance. 

Le Fris. He command my service. 
Please your lordship begin, tat he may 
See your profit, aliez — ^ha ! 

Lord R. How like you this, Frank ? 
* Bar. Well enough for the dog-days ; but have 
You no other dancing for the winter, a man 
May freeze and walk thus. 

Le Fris. It be all your grace, monsieur ; your 
Dance be horseplay, begar, for de stable, not 
De chamber; your ground passage, ha ! 
Never hurt de back, monsieur, nor trouble 
De leg mush $ ha, plait ii, you learn. 
Monsieur ? 

Lord R. For mirth's sake, an' thou lovest me. 

Le Fris. Begar, I teach you, presently, dance with all de 
grace of de body for your good, and my profit. 

Bar. Pardon me, my lord. 

Le Fris. Oh not, pardonnez moi. 

Lord R. Do but observe his method. 

Bar. I shall never endure it, pox upon him. 

Le Fris. Tis but dis in de beginning, one, two, tree, four, 
five, the cinquepace ; aUez, monsieur ; stand upright an 
begar. 

Lord R. Let him set you in t'other posture. 

Le Fris. My broder, my lord, know well, for de litle kit de 



THE BALL. 39 

fiddle, and me for de posture of de body $ begar, de king 
has no too sush subjects, lia ! dere be one foote, two foote ; 
hve jou tree foote ^ begar, you have more den I have den. 
Bar. I shall break his fiddle. 
^dR. Thou art so humorous. 

^ Fris. One been two, ha, you go too fast, you be at 
^over, begar, and me be at Oreenwish $ de toder leg, psha. 
Bar. A pox upon your legs, I!ll no more. 
^ Fris, Pourquoi ? 

LordR. Ha, ha, ha! I would some ladies were here to 
laugh 
At thee now j you will not be so rude to meddle with 
*"« monsieur in my lodging. 
Bar. I'll kick him to death, and bury him in a base -viol — 

Jackalent ! 

^e Fris. Jackalent ! begar, you be Jackenape ; if I had 

•"^y weapon you durst no affront me ; I be as good gentle- 

"lan, an' for all my fiddle as you ; call me a Jack a de lent ! 

^d R. Rail upon him, monsieur ; I'll secure thee, ha, 

ha, ha! 
^ Fris. Because your leg have de poc, or someting dat 
^^e em no veil, and frisk, you make a fool of a monsieur. 
% lord use me like gentleman, an I care no rush for you ; 
^ desperate, kill me, and me complaine to de king, and 
teach new dance, galliard to de gibbet, you be hang*d in 
%li8h feshion. 
Bar. Go, you're an impertinent lord, and I will be re- 
veng'd. [ejpit. 

J^dR. Ha, ha! good Diogenes. Come, monsieur, 
' ou and I will not part yet. 
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Le Fris, My lord> if you had not been bere^ loe would 
have broken his head with my fiddle. 
Lord A. You might sooner have broke your fiddle ; but 

strike up. 
Le Fria* AUez, ah, ban. \exeunt dancing. 

SCENE II. 
Enter Bostock. 

Bos, I spy Sir Marmaduke coming after me : 
This way 111 take to avoid his tedious questions ; ' 

Hell interrupt me^ and I have not finish'd 
Things fit for my design. 

Enter Sir Ambrose. 

Amb, Tis Mr. Bostock ; little does he think 
What I am going upon ; I fear I shall not 
Contain my joys. 

Boa, Good fortune to Sir Ambrose. 

Amb. Sir, you must pardon me, I cannot wait 
Upon you now, I have business of much consequence. 

Boa, I thought to have made the sam^ excuse to you. 
For at this present I am so engaged. 

Amb, We shall meet shortly. 

Both, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Boa, Poor gentleman, how is he beguil'd. 

Amb, Your nose is wip'd, hum, 'tis Sir Marmaduke, 

Enter Sir Marmaduke and Colonel. 
I must salute him* 
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Boi. The colonel ? there's no going back. 

Mar. What misfortune's this ? but 'tis no matter : 

Noble sir, how is't ? 
^b. As you see, sir. 
Coi. As I could wish, noble Mr. Bostock. 

^. Your humble servant, colonel. 
Coi. Nay, nay, a word. 

Mar. I shall not forbear jeering these poor things ; 
^ey shall be mirth. 

Col. What ! all met so happily ? and how my 
Sparks of honour? 

^mb. Things so tickle me, 
I shaQ break out. 

Coi. When saw you our mistress, lady Lucina? 

^mb. My suit is cold there ; Mr. Bostock carries 
'^e lady clean before him. 

^of. No, no, no, it is Sir Marmaduke. 

Mar. I glean my smiles after Sir Ambrose. 

Col. None of you see her to-day ? 
' nuiy as soon marry the moon, and get 
^Mldren on her ; I see her not this three days : 
^w very strange ; I was to present my service 
* Ms morning. 

Mar. You'll march away with all. 

Col. I cannot tell, but there's small sign of victory ; 
^dyet, methinks, you should not be neglected, 
'^ the fens go forward, and your iron mills. 

Mar. Has she betrayed me ? 

Col. Some are industrious. 
And have the excellent skill to cast brass buttons. 
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Mar. Colonel! softly. 

Col, How will you «ell your vinegar a pint? 
The patent's something saucy. 

Amb. The colonel jeers him. 

Bos. Excellent ! ha, ha ! 

Col, Had not you a head once. 
Of hair I mean ; favours have gleaned too much. 
If ladies will have bracelets, let 'em stay 
Till the next crop. 

Amb. Hum, the very language she us'd to me. 

Bos. Does he jeer him too; nay, nay, pr'ythee spari 
him, ha I ha! 

CoL You may do much, and yet I could desire 
You were less honorable ; for though you have 
Blood of a deeper crimson, the good lady 
Out of her love could wish you were a thing 
Beneath a footman, and that you had no kindred 
But knights o'the post. 

Bos. Good colonel ! 

CoL Nay, pardon me ; 
In the humour I am in, I wish, and heartily. 
You were a son o'the people. 

Bos, Colonel! 
How the devil came he by this ? 

Coh Under the rose there was a gentleman 
Came in at the ^vicket : these are tales of which 
The Greeks have store; fair hopes, gentlemen! 

Mar. How came you by this intelligence ? 

Col. Nay, I'll no whispering, what I say to one 
Will concern every man ; she has made 
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Vou coxcombs. 
Amb. It does appear. 
Col. And more than does appear; yet 
I had my share- 
Bos. That's some comfort ; I was afraid. 
CoL But you shall pardon me : I'll conceal 
The particulars of her bountiful abuses 
To me, let it suffice I know we are all 
Jeer'd most abominably ; I stood behind 
The hangings when she sign'd your several passes. 
And had my own at last worse than the constable's ; 
That this is true, you shall have more than oath ; 
ril join you in revenge, and if you will not 
I will do't alone. 
Mar. She is a devil. 

Amb. Damn her then, till we think on something else ; 
Let's all go back, and tbSI upon her. 
Bot. Agreed, a pox upon her ! 
Mar. We cannot be too bitter ; she's a hell cat. 
^mb. D'ye hear ? listen to me ; our shames are equal, 
^et if we all discharge at once upon her, 
^e shall but make confusion, and perhaps 
^ye her more cause to laugh : let us chuse one 
*o curse her for us all. 
^o/. 'Tis the best way ; and if you love me, gentlemen, 
^^^Hge me, I deserve this favour for my 
*^*8covery ; 111 swear her into hell, 
"^^r. Troth 1 have no good vein ; I'm content. 
-^CM. Gentlemen, noble colonel, as you respect 
^Vf)unded branch of the nobility. 
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Make it my office ; she abus'd me most^ and if 
The devil do not furnish me with language^ 
I'll say he has no malice. 

CoL If they consent. . 

Mar, Amb, With all our hearts. 

Bos. I thank you, gentlemen. 

CoL But let us all together : I'll not be barr'd 
Now and then to interpose an oath. 
As I shall find occasion. 

Bos. You'll relieve me 
When I take bteath ; then you may help, or you. 
Or any to confound her. 

CoL Let's away. 

Bos, Never was witch so tortur'd. [eaeunt, 

SCENE III. 

Enter Freshwater, Gudgeon, and Solomon. 

SoL Noble Mr. Freshwater, welcome from travel. 

Fres. Wliere be the ladies ? 

SoL In the next room, sir ; 
My lady Rosamond is sitting for her picture : 
I presume you will be welcome. 

Fres, An English punter ? 

SoL Yes, sir. 

Fres, Pr'ythee, let me see him. \he gives Freshwater 

access to the chamber and returns. 

SoL This way, honest Gudgeon ; 
How are matters abroad ? a touch of 



THE BALL. 46 

Thy travel ; what news? 

Gud. First, let me understand the state of things 
At home. 

Sol. We have little alteration since thou went'st. 
The same news are in fashion ; 
Only gentlemen are fain to ramble, and stumble 
For their flesh since the breach o'the bankside. 

Chid. Is my aunt defunct ? 

SoL Yet the viragos have not lost their spirit ; some of 
Them have challenged the field every day, where 
Gentlemen have met them ; oh, the dog days bit 
Shrewdly : 'twas a villainous dead vacation. 

Gud. Is Paurs alive still ? 

Soi* Yes, yes, a little sick o'the stone ; she voids some 
Every day, but she is now in physic. 
And may in time recover. 

Gud, The Exchange stands ? 

Sol, Longer than a church ; 
There is no fear while the merchants have but faith. 
A little of thy travels, for the time is precious ; what 
Things have you seen or done since you left England ? 

Gud. I have not leisure to discourse of particulars ; but 
first 
% master and I have run France through and through. 

^/. Through and through ! how is that, man ? 

^ud. Why, once forward, and once backward, that's 
^^Ottgh and through. 

^^. Twas but a cowardly part to run a kingdom through 
'^ftckx^rd. 



46 THE BALL. 

Gud, Notmth our hones^ Solomon^ not with our horses 
Enter Frbshwatbr and Lady Rosamond. 

Fres. Madam^ I did not think yoiir ladyship 
Had so little judgment. 

Ro8. As how, signior ? 

Fres. As to let an Englishman draw 
Your picture, and such rare monsieurs in town. 

Rm. Why not English ? 

Fres, Oh, by no means, madam. 
They have not active pencils. 

Ros, Think you so ? 

Fres, You mudt encourage strangers while you live. 
It is the character of our nation ; 
We are famous for dejecting our own countrymen. 

RoJB. Is that a principle ? 

Fres, Who teaches you to dtoce ? 

Ros, A Frenchman, signior. 

Fres, Why, so ; 'tis necessary ; 
Trust while you live the Frenchman with your legs, 
Your faces with the Dutch ; if you mislike 
Your face, I mean if it be not sufficiently 
Painted, let me commend upon my credit 
A precious workman to your ladyship. 

Ros, What is he ? 

Fres, Not an Englishman, I warrant you ; 
One that can please the ladies every way ; 
You shall not sit with him all day for shadows. 
He has regalias, and can present you with 
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Snckets of fourteen-pence a pound, canary. 
Prunellas, Venice glasses, Parmasan, 
Sugars, Bolognia sausages all from Antwerp ; 
But he will make ollapodridos most incomparably. 

Ras, I have heard of him ; a noble lady 
Told me the other day, that sitting for 
Her picture, she was stifled with a strange 
Perfume of horns. 

Fres. A butcher told me of *em — ^very likely. 

Ros, When I have need 
Of this rare artist, I will trouble you 
For my directions ; leaving this discourse. 
How thrives your catalogue of debtors, signior ? 

Fres. All have paid me, but — 

Ros, You shall not name me in the list of any 
That are behind ; beside my debt, a purse 
Por clearing the account, [jgivee him a purse with money in it, 

Fres. You are just, madam. 
And. bountiful ; though I came hither with 
Simple intention to present my service ; 
It shall be crost ; Gudgeon, remember too 
Her ladyship's name. 

Ras, My cousin has the 
Same provision for you. 

Enier Barker, and Lady Honoria. 

^ud, [to Freshwater.'] — Sir ! master Barker. 
^cs. Madam, Pll take my leave ; Pll find another 
'^tti^ to attend my lady ; there's no light : 
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I cannot abide this fellow. [e»9t wUh Gud 

Hon. Madam, master Barker hath some design 
Which he pretends concerns us both. 

Ros, He's welcome, what is it ? 

Bar, My lord commends him to ye. 

Ros. Which lord, sir ? 

Bar, The lord, the fine, the wanton, dancing lord. 
The lord that plays upon the gittem, and sings. 
Leaps upon tables, and does pretty things. 
Would have himself commended. 

Ros, So, sir. 

Bar, He loves you both ; he told me so. 
And laughs behind a visard at your frailty. 
He cannot love that way you do imagine. 
And ladies of the game are now no miracles. 

Hon, Although he use to rail thus, yet we have 
8ome argument to suspect his lordship's tongue 
Has been too liberal. 

Ros, I find it too, and blush within to think 
How much we are deceived ; I may be even 
With this May-lord. {exii, 

Hon, But does his lordship think 
We were taken with his person ? 

Bar, You would not, an' you knew as much as I. 

Hon, How, sir? 

Bar, I have been acquainted with his body. 
Have known his baths and physic. 

Hon, Is't possibje ? I am sorry now at heart. 
I had a good thought on him, he shall see't. 
For I will love some other in revenge. 
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And presently^ if any gentleman 

Have but the grace to smile^ and court me up to't. 

Bar, Hum! 

Hon, A bubble of nobility ! a giddy 
Fantastic lord ! I want none of his titles ; 
Now, in my imagination, he appears 
ni-favour'd, and not any part about him 
Worth half a commendation ; would he w^re here. 

Bar, You'd make more of him. 

Hon, That I might examine. 
And do my judgment right between you two now ! 
How much he would come short 1 you have an eye 
Worth forty of his, nose of another making; 
I saw your teeth e'en now, compared to which. 
His are of the complexion of his comb, 
I mean his box, and will in time be yellower. 
And ask more making clean ; you have a show 
Of something on your upper lip ; a witch 
Has a philosopher's beard to him ; his chin 
Has just as many hounds as hairs that ever 
My eyes distinguish'd yet ; you have a body 
And not unpromising $ in his slashes one 
%y see through him, and, for his legs, they both 
^ould but make stuffing for one handsome stocking ; 
^ey're a lord's, I mil be sworn ; I dote upon him 1 
' could wish somewhat ; but I'm sorry, sir, 
^o trouble you so much ; all happy thoughts 
'^aess you. [eait. 

•^tMT, How is this ? if I have wit 

T 

apprehend, this lady does not hate mej 

E 
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I liaTe profess'd a cynic openly ; 

This language melts^ Til visit her again. 

Re-enter Honoria. 

Hon. Sir, I have a small request to you. 

Bar. Lady, command. 

Hon. If you think I have power 
Or will to deserve from you any courtesy. 
Pray, learn to dance. 

Bar. To dance ? 

Hon. At my entreaty, sir, to dance. 
It was the first thing took me with his lordship : 
You know not what may follow; fare you well. [exii. 

Bar. What pretends* this, to dance ? there's something 
in't. 
I've revenged myself already upon my lord. 
Yet deeper with my lady is the sweeter : 
Something must be resolved. [e/vii. 

Enter Lady Lucina and Scutilla. 

Luc. Enough, enough, of conscience ; lef s reserve 
Part of the mirth to another time; I shall 
Meet some other hot worships at the ball. 
Unless their apprehension prompt them 
Earlier, to know their folly in pursuing me. 

Enter Solomon. 

Soi, Madam, the gentlemen, that were here this morning 

* Intend*, or means. 



*. 
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In single visits^ are come all together. 
And pray to speak with you. 

Luc. They've met already ; give them access. 

Sou. I wonder what they'll say. {emt Solomon, 

Enter Bostock, Sir Ambrose, Colonel, and Sir Marmauuke. 

Col, Be confident she shall endure it. 

Luc, So, so. 
How d'ye, gentlemen ? you're very welcome. 

y4m6. 'Tis no matter for that, we do not come to be 
Welcome, neither will we be welcome ; speak, Mr. Bostock^ 

Bog. We come to mortify you. 

Luc. You will use no violence. 

Bos. But of our tongues; and, in the names of these 
Abused gentlemen and myself, I spit 
Defiance. Stand further ofif, and be attentive ; 
Weep, or do worse 5 repentance wet thy linen, 
And leave no vein for the doctor ! 

Luc. They're mad. 

Scu. There is no danger, madam, let us hear them ; 
If they scold, we two shall be hard enough for them. 
An* they were twenty. 

Bos, Thou basilisk ! 

Luc. At first sight ? 

Bos. Whose eyes shoot fire and poison ; 
^ftlidous as a witch, and much more cunning ; 
■**ioii, that dost ride men. 
^f^tic, I ride men ! 

-^o». Worse than the night-mare; let thy tongue be 
silent. 
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And take our scourges patiently ; thon hast 

In thy own self all the ingredients 

Of wickedness in thy sex, able to furnish 

Hell, if it were insufficiently provided 

With* falsehood, a she fiend of thy own making ; 

Circe, that charm'd men into swine, was not 

So much a Jew as thou art; thou hast made 

Us asses ; dost thou hear? 

Amb. He speaks for us all. 

Bos, But it is better we be all made such. 
Than any one of us be monster'd worse. 
To be an ox, thy husband. 

Scu. Luc, Ha, ha, ha! 

Bos, Dost tliou laugh, crocodile? 

Col. That was well said. 

Bos, Spirit of flesh and blood, I'll conjure thee> 
And let the devil lay thee on thy back, 
I care not. 

Mar, Admirable Bostock ! 

CoL That spirit of flesh and blood was well inforcM. 

Bos. You thought us animals, insensible 
Of all your jugglings, did you, Proserpine? 

Amb. Aye, come to that. 

Bos. And that we lov'd, lov'd with a pox, your phishomy ; 
Know, we but tried thee, beldam, and thou art 
Thyself a son of the earth. 

Amb. How ! she a son ? 

Bos. Twas a mistake, but she knows my meaning ; 
I begin to be a weary, gentlemen, 
I'll breathe awhile. 
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Col, lis time^ and, that you may 
Not want encouragement, take that. 

{gwei him a boa on the ear. 

Bo9. Gentlemen ! colonel! what d'ye mean? 
Col, You shall. know presently; dare but lift thy voice 
To fright this lady, or but ask thy pardon. 
My sword shall rip thy body for thy heart*. 
And nul it on her threshold ; or if you. 
The proudest, offer but in looks to justify 
The baseness of this wretch, .your souls shall answer 't. 

Mar. How's this ? . . 

Col. O impudence unheard ! Pardon, madam. 
My tedious silence; the affront grew up 
So fast I durst not trust my understanding 
That any gentleman could attempt so much 
Dishonour to a lady of your goodness. 
Was this your project, to make me appear 
Guilty of that I hate beyond all sacrilege ? 
Was it for thi§ you pray'd my company ? 
You tadpoles ! 'tis your presence churns my sword. 
Or they should quickly pay their forfeit lives : 
No altar could protect them. 

Amb. We are betray'd. 

Mar. Was it not his plot to have us rail ? 

Col. Say, shall I yet be active ? 

Luc. By no means ; 
Tins is no place for blood ; nor shall anyf cause 
Engage to such a danger. 

• Part, in the quarta t Probably. " my cauie." 
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Col. Live to be 
Your own vexations then till you be mad^ 
And then remove yourselves with your own garters ! 
You shall not go before 1 know froin whose 
Bndn this proceeded ; you are the mirth. 
Was ever civil lady so abusM 
In her own house b' ingratefol horise-leeches ? 
Could your corrupted natures find no way 
But this to recompense her noblcpfavours. 
Her courteous entertMnments^ would any 
Heathens done like to you? admit she 'was 
So just to say shfe could see nothiiigln you 
Worthy her dearer thoughts, as, to siiy truth. 
How could a creiature of her wit and judgment 
l^t see how pdor and miserable thing? 
You are at best ? must you [be] impud<ent ? 
In such a loud, and peremptory manner. 
Disturb the quiet of her thoughts and dwelling ? 
Gentlemen ! rather hinds ; scarce fit to mix. 
Unless you mend your manners, with her drudges.' 

Imc. This shews a nobleness, does't not, ScutiUa ? 

Bos. Why, sir, did not you tell us ? 

Col. What did I tell you? 

Bos. Nothing. 

Col. Begone, lest I forget myself. 

Bos. I have a token to remember you : 
A palsy upon your fingers, noble colonel ! 

Mar. Was this his stratagem ! we must begone. 

[ej?€unt Sir Marmaduke, Bostock, and Sir Ambrosi 

Luc. Sir, I must thank ye, and desire your pardon 
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For what has past to your particular. 

Col. YouVe more than satisfied my sendee in 
^ *cbowledgment : disdun cannot provoke 
^e to be 80 insolent. 

^^- Again I thank you. 

Col. I can forget your last neglect, if you 
I Wnk me not too unworthy to expect 
Some favour from you. 
^c. How d'ye mean ? 

Col. UTiy, 

^ a servant diould that is ambitious 
^0 call you mistress^ till the happier title 
^wife crown his desires. 

^c. I must confess, 
Inis has won much upon me : but two words i*' 

^0 such a bargain ; you're a gentleman 
* o» confident would adventure for me. 

^ol. Aa far as a poor life could speak my service. 

^c. That's fur and far enough ; I make not any 
^^'cption to your person. 

^oi. Body enough, 
"<^pe, to please a lady. 
^»c. But— 
^^l. To my fortune. 

^c. To that the least, I have estate for both. 
^^i. Though it hold no comparison with yours, 
*^^p8 me like a gentleman. 
^c. I have a scruple. 
^oi. You honour me in this : 
*^^f e's hope, if I can take away that care, 
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You may be mine. 

Luc, Sir» can you put me in security 
That you have been honest ? 

€oh Honest, how d'ye mean? 

Luc. Been honest of your body : you gentlemen 
Out of the wars, live lazy, nad feed h^h> 
Drink the rich grape, and, in canary, may 
Do strange things, when the wine has wash'd away 
EHscretion. 

Col. What is your meaning, lady ? 

Luc, I do not urge you for the time to come ; 
Pray understand, have you been honest hitherto ? 
And yet, because you shall not trouble friends 
To be compurgators, I'll be satisfied. 
If you will take your own oath t^at you are. 

(ki. Honest of my body ? 

Luc. Yes, sir, it wfU become me to be careful 
Of my health ; 111 take your own assurance; 
If you can dear your body by an oath» 
111 marry none but you, before this gentlewoman. 

Col. Your reason why you use me thus ? 

Luc. I wonder you wiU ask ; do not I hear 
How desperate some have been, what paiii, what physic ? 

Col, This is a tale of a tub, lady. 

Luc. You rid no match without a shirt, to shew 
The complexion of your body ; I have done, sir. 
When you resolve to swear you're honest, I 
Vow to be yours, your mfe ; I am not hasty 5 
Think on't, and teU me, when we meet again 
Anon, to-night, to-morrow, when you please ; 
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So farewell^ aohle colonel ; com^ ScufllL 

[eweum LuckUm and SeutUla. 
Col. Is't come to this? Fm jeer'd again; u't possible 
To be honest at these years } a man of my 
Complexion and acquaintance? was ever 
Gentleman put to this oath before in this fashion ? 
K I have the grace now to forswear myself^ 
Stmething may be done ; and yet 'tis doubtful 
Ske'U have more tricks ; if widows be thus coltish. 
The devil will have a task that goes a wooing. [exit. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 
SnUr Lord Rain^bow and Bostock. 

Bm, Suck an aftpnt, my lord ! I was ashamM on't ; 
A mere conq[dracy to betray our fames ; 
But, had you seen how poorly they behav'd 
Themsdves, such craven knights, a pair of drone-bees I 
Pthe midst of my vexation, if I could 
Forbear to laugh, I have no blood in me ; 
They were so far from striking, that they stood 
like images, things without life and motion ; 
Fear could not make so much as their tongue tremble ; 
Left aU to me. < 

Lord R. So, so, what then did you ? 

Boi, The lady laugh'd too, and the colonel 
Increased his noise, to see how she derided 
'The poor knights. 
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Lord R. Leave! their character, and proceed 
To what you did. 

Bos, You shall pardon me, my lord, 
I am not willing to report myself. 
They and the lady, and the colonel 
Can witness I came on. 

Lord R. But how came you o£^ cousin ? that must com- 
mend you. 

Bos, I have my limbs, my lord, no sign of loss 
Of blood you see, but this was fortune ; horw 
The colonel came off's uncertain. 

LordR. Do not you know ? 

Bob, No, I left him ; I think 'tis time. 

Lord R. You did not kill him i 

Bos, Upon my faith, my lord, I meant it not ; 
But wounds fall out sometimes when the aword's in : 
These are poor things to brag of ; I have savM 
Myself, you see. 

LordR, If it be so. 111 call you cousin still, my aatinist. 

§ 

Enter Barker. 

Hark ! You shall beat tlds fellow. 

Bos, Shall I, my lord, without cause? 

Lord R, He shall give you cause presently ; how now, 
Gum'd tafieta I 

Bar, I pay for what I wear. 
My satin lord; your wardrobe does not keep 
Me warm ; I do not run o'the ticket widi 
The mercer's wife, and lecher out my debts 
At country houses. 
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Lard R, There's something else you do not. 

Bar. I do not use to flatter such as you are. 
Whose bodies are so rotten, they'll scarce keep 
Their souls from breaking out ; I write no odes 
Upon your mistress to commend her postures 
And tumbling in a coach towards Paddington, 
Whither you hurry her to see the pheasants. 
And try what operation the eggs have 
At your return ; I am not taken with 
Your mighty nonsense, gleaned from heathenish plays. 
Which leave a curse upon the author for 'em. 
Though I have studied to redeem you from 
The infection of such books, which martyr sense 
Wotse than an almanack. 

LordB. Excellent satire ! 
But lash not on ; stop here, or I shall kick 
Your learned w^nvhip. 

Bar, But do not, I advise you do not. 

LardB. Why, do not? 

Bar. It will fall heavy on somebody if your lordship 
Kick me ; I shall not spare your cousin there. 

Lard R. On that condition, what do you think of that ? 

[Idcki him. 

Bar. What do you think ? [id Bostock. 

Bos. Excellently well followed, by my troth, la ; 
He'll pitch the bar well, I warrant, he does 
So follow his kick. 

Bar. Let it go round. \_kicks Bastock. 

Bos. Good, right as my leg again. 
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LordR. Your kg! 'twai lie that IddM you. 

Jtoi. D'ye tiuak I do not feel it? 

VnFd B. Why <Pye not use your toes then ? 

Aif. What, for a merry touch, 
A tricky a turn upon the toe ? d'ye hear, sir. 
You're good company, but, if thoulovest me ? — 

Bar. Love you? wlvf/4^hear,8ir, 

1,1,- 

What a pox shouM any man see in you. 
Once to think of you ! love a squirt ! 
Shall I tell thee what thou art good for? 

Bat, Aye. 

Bat, For nothing. 

B$i, Good again; my lord, observe him, for nothing. 

Bar. Yes, thou wilt stop a breach in a mud wall. 
Or serve for a Priapus in the garden to • 
Flight away crows, and keep the com, bean shatter, 
Thoui«Ut. 

Bos. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Bar. Or thou wilt serve, at shrove-tide, to have thy legs 
Broken with penny truncheons in the street; < 
^Tis pity any cock should stand the pelting. 
And such a ciq;>on unprefer'd. 

Bos. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Bar. Cry mercy, you're a kinsman to the lord, 
A gentleman of high and mighty blood. 

Lard R. But cold enough ; will not all this provoke him 

Bar. Dost hear? for all this I will undertake 
To thrash a better man out of a wench 
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That travels mth her butter-milk to market 

Between two dorsers,* any day of the week. 

My twice sod taSl of green fish ; I will do't> 

Or lose my inheritance. Tell me^ and do not stammer : 

When wert thou cudgePd last ? what woman beat thee? 

Bm, Excellent Barker ! 

Bar. Thou art the town top ; 
A boy will set thee up, and make thee spin 
Home with an eeirskin ; dp not marry, do not ; . 
Thy wife will coddle thee, and serve thee up 
In plates, with sugar andTOse-water, to 
Him that hath the grace to cuckold thee ; 
And if Pythagoras' transmigration 
Of souls were true, thy spirit should be tenant 
To a horse. 

Bos. Why to a horse ? 

Bar. A switch and spur would do some good upon you : 
Why dost thou interfere ? get the grincomes,f go. 
And straddle like a gentleman that would 
Not shame his kindred; but what do I 
Lose time with such a puppy ? 

Bos. WeU, go thy ways ; 1*11 justify thy wit 
At my own peril. 

Bar. I would speak with you ; [to Lord Rainebow. 

Be not too busy with your lordship's legs ; 
^11 tell you somewhat. 

Lord R. Speak to the purpose then. 

Bar. Ibestow'd 

* Doners, panniers. f Grincomesy the French disease. 
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A visit on the ladies whicli you w»t of. 

They have their wits still, and resolve to keep them; 

They will not hang themselves for a yonng lord. 

Nor grow intb consamption; other men 

HaVe eyes, and nose, and lips, and handsome 1^ too ; 

So fare you well, my lord, I left your kiek 

With your cousin to buy otto. [eati. 

Lord R, Very well. 
But hark you, cousin Bostodt ; you have a mind 
And modest constitution, I expected 
You would have lifted up your leg. 

Bos, To kick him ? ■ 
Why, an' you would have ^ven a thousand pound, 
I could not do't for laughing.; beside. 
He was your friend, my lord. 

Lord R. Did you spare him 
For that consideration ? 

Bos, Howsoever, 
What honour had it been for me to quarrel. 
Or mt, indeed? If every man should take 
All the abuses that are meant, great m^n 
Would be laugh'd at ; some fools must have theif jests ; 
Had he been any man of blood or valour. 
One that profess'd the sword, such as the Colonel, 
Less provocation would have made me active. 

Enter Sir Ambrose and Sir Marmaduke. 

Lord R, The eagles take no flies, is that it ? how now 
Sir Ambrose, and my honoured friend Sir Marmaduke i 
You are strangers. 
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Mar. Your lordship's pardon ; Mr. fiostock. 

Bm, Now shall I be put to it ; this talking will undo me. 

Lord R. Pr'ythee tell me, is the Colonel alive still ? 

Arnb. Alive, my lord ! yes, yes, he's alive. 

Bos, Did your lordship think absolutely he was dead? 

Lord R. But he is shrewdly wounded ? 

Jmh. No, my lord. 
He is very weU, but 'twas your kinsman's fortune. 

Bos. Pr'ythee ne'er speak on't. 

LordR, What? 

Mar. To have a blow, a box on th' ear. 

LordR, How? 

Mar. With his fist, and an indifferent round one. 

Bos, Yes, yes, he did strike me, I could have told you 
that ; 
But wherefore did he strike ? ask them that. 

Mar, If you would know, my lord, he was our orator 
To rul upon the lady for abusing us, 
Which I confess he did with lung and spirit. 
When*, in the conclusion, the Colonel 
Struck him to the ground. 

Bos, He did so, 'tis a truth. 

Lord R, And did you take it ? 

Bos, Take it I he gave it me, my lord; I asked not 
for it : 
But 'tis not yet reveng'd. 

^mb. 'Tis truth we suffer'd 
^ little, but the place protected him. 

* Which, in the quarta 
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Ba9. It was* no place, indeed. 

Mar. Now, since you had the fp-eatest burthen in 
The affront. 

Bos. The blow ? 

Mar. Right, we would know whether your resolutioc 
Be first to question him ; for our cause appears 
Subordinate, and may take breath till you. 
Have caird him to account. 

Bos. I proclaim nothing. 
And make no doubt the Colonel will ^ve me 
Satisfaction like a gentleman. 

Amb. We are answer'd, and take our leave, my lord. 

Lord R. We shall meet at the ball anon, gentlemen. 

Mar. Vour lordship's servants : now to our design. - 

\eaeu 

Bos. My lord, I take my leave too. 

Lord R. Not yet, cousin; you and I have not done. 

Bos. What you please, cousin. 

Lord R. You have cozen'd me too much. 

Bos. I, my good lord ? 

Lord R, Thou most unheard of coward ! * 

How dare you boast relation to me ? 
Be so impudent as to name,^ or think upon me. 
Thou stain to honour ! Honour ! thou 'rt beneath 
All the degrees of baseness : quit thy father. 
Thy supposed one, and with sufficient testimony 
Some serving-man leap'd thy mother or some juggler 
That conjures with old bones, some woman's ttdlor," 
When he brought home her petticoat, and took measure 
Of her loose body, or 1*11 cullice thee 
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With a bottom.* ■ ^ -■ . . - 

Bos, Goody my l6rd ! ' ' ; 

LardR. Besobaffl'd 
In presence of your mistress ! 'tis enough; 
To make the blood of. all thou knowest suspected^ 
And 111 haveT.satisfaction. 

Bos. My lord!. 

Lord R. For using of .my name in ordinaries^ 
Pth' list of others 'whom you make your privilege, 
To domineer anc^ win applause sometimes . : 
^th tapsters and threadbare tobacco merchfints. 
That worslup your gold lace and ignorance ; . 
Stand bare, and bend their hams, when you belch out 
My lord, and f other cousin in a bawdy-house. 
Whom, with a noise, you curse by Jack and Tom, 
For fuling you at Fish-street or the Steel-yard. 

Bos. My very good lord. 

6<?r(/ A. Will you not draw ? ' 

Bos, Not agunst your honour, but you shall see. 

Lord R. And vex my. eyes to look on such a land-rat ; 
^ere all these shames forgotten, how shall I 
^ safe in honour mth that noble lady, 
^o whom I sinfully commended thee; ^. . ' 
'^ough 'twere not much, enough to make her think 
' ftm as base as thou art, and the Colonel 
'^d.d all that have but heard thee call me cousin ; 

^^ JCtt euOiet thee with a bottom, that is, I'll pound thee with a bottom 
^"^ *^^*^ of duead. Cullie, or cuUice, is a gravy made from meat pounded in a 



k 
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What cure for this> you malt-worm ! oh, my soul^ 
How it does blush to know thee, brag^ng puppy ! 
D*ye hear me thunder and lightning what 
Nobility my predecessors boasted. 
Or any man from honour's stock descended ? 
How many marquesses and earls are numbered 
In their great family } what coats they quarter? 
How many battles our forefathers fought ? 
*Tis poor, and not becoming perfect gentry 
To build their glories at their fathers' cost. 
But at their own expense of blood or virtue. 
To raise them living monuments ; our birth 
Is not our own act ; honour upon trust 
Our ill deeds forfeit i and the wealthy sums 
Purchas'd by others' fame or sweat, will be 
Our stain, for we inherit nothing truly 
But what our actions make us worthy of i 
And are you not a precious gentleman ? 
Thou art not worth my steel : redeem this love 
Some generous way of undertaking, or 
Thou shalt be given up to boys, and ballads. 
The scorn of footmen, a disgrace more black 
Than bastard ; go to the Colonel. 

Bos. I will, my lonL 

Lord R, But now, I think oft, 'twill be necessary 
That first you right my honour with the lady : 
You shall carry a letter; you will do't? 

Bos, I'll carry any thing. 

Lord R. Expect it presently. | 

Bos» Such another conjuring will make me 
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Belieye I am illegitimate indeed ; 

Tliis came from keeping company with the blades. 

From whom I learnt to roar and run away : 

I bow 'tis a base' thing to be a coward. 

Bat ev^ry man's not born to be a Henjniles ; 

Some most be beat that others may be valiant. [^.vtV. 

SCENE II. 

^^t» Rosamond and Honoria^ whispering ; Sir Marmaduke 
atM/'SiR Ambrose /o//ou)tii|^. 

^. Let it be so, they will else be troublesome. 
^«r. This cannot, I hope, displease you, lady, *tis 
^0 new affection I protest, although 
^8 be the first occasion I took 
'^0 express it. [to Rosamond, 

^' You did ill in the Expression ; 
*^though your bashfulness would not permit you 
^0 speak in your own cause, you might have sent 
'Our meaning ; I can make a shift to read 
A scurvy hand ; but I shall tell you, sir. 
^ar, Pr'ythee, do. 

ff(m. Is't possible your heart hath been tormented 
Ifl love's flame, and I the cause ? [to Sir Ambrose. 

Amb. Your beauty hath the power 
To melt a Scythian's bosom ; those divine 
^6ams would make soft the earth, when rugged winter 
Hath seaFd the crannies up with frost ; your eye 
Will make the frigid region temperate. 
Should you but smile upon*t : account it then 
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No wonder if it turn my breast to ashes. 

Ros, I see you are in love by your mention,* 
And, 'cause I pity a gentleman should lose 
His passion, I'll acquaint you with a secret. 

{she whispers to Sir Martnaduke. 

Mar, The lady Honoria ? 

Ros. What misfortune 'twas 
You did not first apply yourself to her 
That can reward your love, and hath a heart 
Spacious to entertain you ; she does love you 
Upon my knowledge, strangely, and so 
Commends you in your absence. 

Mar. Say you so, lady ? 
Pardon, I beseech you, the affection 
I profest to your ladyship, 'twas but 
A compliment ; I am sorry, I protest. 

Ros. Oh, 'tis excus'd, sir; but I must tell you. 
Perhaps you will not find her now so tractable. 
Upon the apprehension she was slighted; 
But to prescribe you confidence were to 
Suspect your art, and bold discretion. 

Hon. Tis as I tell you, sir : no lady in 
The world can speak moire praises of your body : 
She knows not yet your mind. [to Sir Ambrose. 

Amh. Is't possible ? - 

Hon. And yet because she saw your compliments 
Directed so unhappily to me, 
I know not how you*ll find her on the sudden ; 

* A line seems to be wanting here. 
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fiut'tis not half an hour since you possest 
The first place in her thoughts. 

Amb, Shall I presume, 
Vou will excuse the lo?e I did present 
Your ladyship ? it was not from my heart ; 
Hope you will conceive so. 
ffon, A slight error. 
Amb, I am ashamM oft. 
^o«. Tis sufficient 
That you recant no more neglect. 

[^Sir Ambrose addreues Rosamond. 
^' You are pleasant. 

Amb, Be you so too, I'll justify thou shalt 
'^ave cause. 
'^' To wonder at you ; what's your meaning, sir ? 
^w^. Sweet lady, 
^ftt thoughts make sad your brow ? I have observ'd 
'OUT eyes shoot clearer light. 
'^. You are deceived, 
*tti not melancholy. 
-^mb. Be for ever banish'd 
^'^e imagination of what can happen 
^ cloud so rare a beauty ! you're in love. 
^. In love ! who told you so ? 
'*^mb. But that's no wonder ; 
^ all may love, but you have only power 
^ conquer where you place affection, 
^d triumph o'er your wishes. 
-ffon, \^To Sir MarmadukeJ] I love you ! you're strangely. 

sir. mistaken ; 
^t your devices on some other lady ; 



Mar, How ! she love me ? th^n I ^ave made fine ^ 

Hon, What cumiing she is mistress of, to hide 
Her strange affections^ or what power she has. 
She does [not] fly into your arms, I know not 

Bm, \To Sir Ambrose,'] Are you so dull? 
Why, this was but to try your constancy; 
I've heard her swear you are the prop'rest knight. 
The very Adonis ; why, she has got your picture. 
And made it the only saint within her closet: 
I blush at your credulity. 

Amb. Is't e'en so ? 
I have undone myself with her already ; 
Pardon me, gentle madam, I must leave you. 

Res, With all my heart. 

Hon, We are relieved, . [oside to Rost 

Enter Monsieur Lb Friske. 

Monsieur lie Friske. 

Le Fris, Tres humble serviteur, madame, me swea 
de hast to wait upon your ladyships ; I pray, givje 
leve dispatch presently, for I must figaries to be don 

I?Am Ivanfloman laf irrkiii* 'v\aoQirk*\o K'TAofliA ouvIiiIa 
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To exercise the ladies. -' ^ 

Mar, A jifdod motion^- 

Le Frig, Andy begar, noting in the world mor profet 
your body den de molion h la mode de France. 

Mar, I asn for any frisk. . 

Le Frit. Ha ! de frisk, you jump upon my name, and, 
^gar, you have my nature to de right, hey, and allde world 
w but frisk. 

iJon, A oountiy dance then. 

leFris, Ah, moniieur, madame! aUez. [they dance. 

^^tlmttresej^cellent,hegaTl so, I crave your patience, 
^i^me, gentlemen, you be at de ball, ma /oi, you see dat 
*M never in dis worid. 

^. What,* monsieur ? 

^ Fris. What do you think dat is ? me tell you, begar ; 
you see me play de part of de Gupid. 

^w». A French Cupid ? 

^ Fris, Begar, French Cupid, why ? dere is no love like 
«e French love, dat is Cupid ; love is hot, and de French 
18 hot. 

^^- How comes it to pass that you are to play Cupid, 

monsieur.^ 
^^ frU. My lord give me command me have device, and 
ue masque for de ladies, and roe no trust little jacknape to 
^J yotmg Cupid, but myself. 

^- Cupid is a child ; you have a beard, monsieur. 
^ J^ris, Me care not de haire for dat ; begar, de little 
^ 'iijiy have de little beard ; Venus, his moder, have de 
^^» nitd Cupid her sliild may have de black mussell. 
****• But, monsieur J we read Cupid was fair, and 
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You are black, how mil that a^ree ? 

Le Fris, Cupid is fair, aod monsieur is black ; why, 
. mwuieur is black den, and Cupid is fair ;' what is dat ? a 
fm lady love de serrant of de black complexion de bon 
air ; the colour is not de mush ; Vulcan was de black- 
smith, and Cupid may be' de black gentleman,' his son 
le^timate. 

Amb. lis the way to make Cupid, the boy, no bastard. 

Lte Fris. But do you no publish this invention ; me meet 
you at de ball, arm'd with qiuver and de bow. ' 

Hon, You will not shoot us; I hope you'll spare our 
heurts. ' 

Le Fris, Begar, me shit you if me can, and your arts 
shall bleed one, two, tree gallon; adieu^ madame, sermieur, 
gentlemen, ires kumbie [sertfiteur,'] 

Amb, Adieu, monsieur! Now, madam, with your favour, 
I must renew my suit. 

Hon, You'd better buy a new one ; 
Nay, then we shall be troubled. [ejcit. 

Amb. You'll withdraw, 
I'll follow you. [exit. 

Mar, Come, come, I know you love me. 

Ros, You may enlarge your folly, my dear knight. 
But I have pardoned you for love already. [emt. 

Mar, This shall not serve your turn j I came hither 
Not to be jeer'd, and one of you shall love me. [exit. 

SCENE III. 

EfUer BosTOCK, Lady Lucina, and Scutilla. 
Luc, O impudence ! dares he return ? 



THE BALL. 73 

Scu. It seems so. 

Bo8. Most gracious madam, my cousin^ your. lord 
Rainebowy* 
Commends himself in black and white, [jgives her a .letter. 

Luc. To me? 

Bag. IVye think /tis from myself? 

Scu. You might have done't in black and bluie. 

Bag. Scutilla, how does thy poor soul ? thou 
Hast no husband nor children to commend me to. 

Scu. The poor soul's well, I hope your body is 
Reeover'd; does not your left cheek burii still ? 
We have so talk'd of you. 

Luc. readg: — I am sorry any gentleman that has 
relation to me should be so forgetful of your honour and 
Ms own ; but, though he have forfeited opinion, let me 
continue innocent in your thoughts. . I ; have ; sent you a 
small jewel to expiate my offence for commending him : 
J expect your ladyship at the ball, where you shall inake 
^any happy to kiss your hand, and, in their number, the 
^e admirer of your virtues, Rainebow. 

•Wy lord is honorable. 
Bag. A slight jewel, madam. 

\he presents a set af diafnonds, 

* On the ptesent and the two fbllowing occasions in which the name of this 
'*''*<t ocean, he is called Lord LovealL He is generally introduced as the 
' ^'Oid,' but twice in the preceding scenes he is called ' Lord Rainebow.' The 
^^ciitity of his douUe-named lordship is unquestionable. The same sort of 
'■Ustake is made in the first scene af act V.» where Sir Ambrose and Sir 
^^^vmaduke are called Sir Lionel and Sir Stephen. 
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Scu. Madam^ the Colonel. 

Bos. An' he were ten Colonels, I'll not endure his com- 
pany. 
Sweet lady, you and I'll retire.. 

Scu, An' you were less honorable, . 

Bos. He should not seek me then. 

Scu. He should rather hardly find you ; I'm your 
servant. [ea^eunt Scutilla and Bostock. 

Enter Colonel. 

> . • • , . • . 

Luc. I was wishing for you, sir ; — 
Your judgment of the9e diamonds. , . 

Col. The stones are pretty. 

Luc. They were a lord's, sjent me for a token ; 
Vou cannot chuse but know him, the lord Rainebow. 

Col. So, so, so, I am like to speed. 

^tf^. Is ndt he a pretty gentleman ? 

Co/. And are you Buce he's, honest;? . 

lAic. As lords go now a-days that are in fashion : 
^ut, cry you mercy, you have put me in mind, 
^ did propound a business to you, sir. 

Col. And I came prepared to answer you. 

lAic. Tis very well, I'll call one to be. a witness. 

Col. That wits not, I reinember, in our covenant 
^ou shall not need. 

lAic. Ill fetch you a book to swear by. 

CoI.\a% iXht Venus and Adonis ^^n, 
^r Ovid's wanton Elegies, Aristotle's 
Problems, Guy of Warwick, or Sir Be vis, 
^ if there be a play book you love better. 
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rU take my oath upon your epilogue. 

Luc. You're very merry ; well, swear how you please. 
' CoL In good time ; 
You do expect now I should swear Vm honest ? ' 

Luc. Ye&, sir, and 'tis no hard condition. 
If you reflect upon my promise. 
Col. What ? 

Luc. To marry you ; which act must make you lord 
Of me and my estate/ a round possession ; 
Some men have gone to hell for a less matter. 

CoL But I will not be damn'd for twenty thousand 
Such as you are ; had every one a million, • - 
And I the authority of a parliament ' 
To marry with ye all, I would not buy 
This flesh; now I have sworn. 

Luc. I think so. Colonel.- 
Bless me! twenty thousand i^ves ! 'twould ne'er * » 
Gome to my turn, and you'd not live tof^ve - 
The tithe benevolence. 
Col. They would find pages, fools^.or gentlemen ushers. 
Luc. Then, upon the matter; 
You being not willing, sir, to take your oath, • - 

I may be confident you are not honest. 

Col. Why, look upon me, lady, and consider 
With some discretion, what part about me 
Does look so tame you should suspect me honest ; 
How old d'ye think I am ? 
Luc. I guess at thirty. 

Col. Some in the world doubted me not so much ; 
At thirteen I was ever plump and forward ; 
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My dry-nurse swore at seven I kiss'd like one 
Of five and twenty ; .setting that aside^ 
What's my profession ? 

Luc, A soldier.. 

Col, So,— examine a whole army and find 
One soldier that hates a handsome woman ! 
We cannot march without our bag and baggage. 
And is't possible when we come where women's pride, 
And all temptation to wantonness abounds. 
We should lose our activity?/"^. 

Luc. You soldiers are brave fellows. 

CW. When we have, our pay. 
We vow.no chastity till we marry, lady ; 
Tis out of fashion, indeed, with gentlemen 
To be hc^est and of age together ; 'tis sufficient. 
We can provide td take our pleasures too 
Without infection.: a sound body is 
A treasure, I can tell you :. yet if that 
Would satisfy you, I. should make no scruple 
To swear, but otherwise you must pardon us 
-As, we must pardon you. 

l4ic. Us, sir 1 

Co/. Yes, you;. as if you ladies had not your vagaries,. 
-^Qd martial discipline, as well as we, 
^our outworks and redoubts, your court of guard. 
Your sentries and perdues, sallies, retreats,. 

* The protent arrangement of this speech differs Arom the quarto, in which, 
^ ^onoeiTe, it is incorrectly printed. 
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Parties, and stratagems ; women are all honest, 

Yes^ yes, Exceeding konest ; let me ask you 

One question ; 111 not put you to your oath ; 

I do allow you Hyde Park and Spring (harden. 

You have a recreation called the ball, 

A device transported hither by some ladies 

That affect tennis ; what d*ye play a set ? 

There's a foul radcet kept under the line, 

Strange words are bandied, and strange revels, madam. 

Luc, The world imagines so. 

Col. Nay, you're aU talk'd of. 

Luc, But if men had more wit and honesty. 
They would let fall their iltings on something else ; 
This is discours'd, but when corantos* fail. 
Or news at ordinaries, when the phlegmatic Dutch 
Have ta'en no fisher boats, or our coal ships land 
Safe at Newcastle; you're fine gentlemen^ 
But, to conclude of that we met for; your honesty. 
Not justified by an oath, as I expected. 
Is now suspended ; will you swear yet ? 

Col, Why, I thought you had been a Christian widow ; 
Have I not told you enough ; you may meet one 
Will forfeit his. conscience, and please you better, 
Some silk-worm of the city, or the court ; 
There be enough will swear away their soul 
For your estate, but I have no such purpose : 
The wars will last, I hope. 

« A coranto is a quick dance. 
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^. So, 80, Scutilla ! 

Enter Scutilla. 

Von were present when I promised the Colonel 
To be his wife upon condition 
He could tiecare my typinion, by his oath 
^t he was honest ; I am bound in honour 
Not to go back ; you've done it, I am yourst air r 
Be yon a witness to this solemn contract. 
Coi. Are you in earnest, lady ? I have not sworn. 
Utc, You have given better truth. 
He that can make this conscience of an oath 
Asmes his honesty. 
C^/. In mind. 
Luc. Whaf s past 
Iqnestioii not, if for the time to come 
^ Four love be virtuous to me. 

CoL Most religious. 
Or let me live the soldiers' dishonour. 
And die the scorn of gentlemen ; I have not 
^pace enough in my heart to entertain thee. 
Luc, Is not this better than swearing ? 
CoL 2 confess it. 

Luc. Now I may call you husband. 
Col, No title can more honour me. 
Luc, If t please you, I'll shew you then my children. 
'. Col, How! your children ? 
Luc. I have six that call me mother. 
Col, Hast, 'faith ? 
Luc. The elder may want softness to acknowledge you. 
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Luc. Nay, they are not Hke 
To be a burthen to us, they must trust 
To their own portions left them by their feither. 

Col. Where? 

Luc. But of my estate I cannot keep 
Any thing from them ; and I know you are 
So honest, you'd not wish me wrong the orphans; 
Tis but six thousand pound in money. Colonel, 
Among them all, beside some trifling plate 
And jewels worth a thousand more. 

Col. No more? 

Luc. My jointure will be firm to us, two hundred 
Per annum. 

Col. Is it so ? and that will keep 
A country house, some half-a^ldz'en cows ; 
We shall have cheese and' butter-milk ; one horse 
Will serve me and your man to ride to markets. 
Luc. Can'st be content to live i'the country. Colonel 

Col. And watch the pease, look to the hay, and talk 
Of oats and stubble ; I have been brought up to't. 
And, for a need, can thrash. 

Luc. That will save somewhat. 
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You have not heard me whistle yet. 

Lucf. No, indeed. 

Col. Why, there's it ; she does counterfeit. Well, lady. 
Be you in jest or earnest, this is my 
Resolution ; TU marry you, an* you'd forty children. 
And not a foot of land to your jointure ; heaven 
Will provide for us, an' we do our endeavours ; 
Where be the children ? come, how many boys ? 

Luc. As many as you can get, sir. 

Coh How? 

Luc. No more. 
Since you're so noble, know, I tried your patience, 
And now I am confirm'd ; my estate is yours 
Without the weight of children or of debts ; 
Love me, and I repent not. 

Col. Sa/st thou so 1 
I would we had a priest here. 

Luc. There remains to take away one scruple. 

Col. Another gimcrack ? 

Luc. I have none : 'tis your doubt, sir ; 
-^Vnd ere we marry you shall be convinc'd 
ome malice has corrupted your opinion 
that we call the ball. 

Col. Your dancing business. 

Luc. I will entreat your company to-night, 
^^^erc your own eyes shall lead you to accuse 
vindicate our fames. 

Col. With all my heart. 

Scu. Madam, Mr. Bostock 

•xpects within. 

G 
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Luc. You shall be reconcird to him. 

Col With Bostock ? willingly ; then to the ball ; 
Which, for your sake, I dare not now suspect ; 
Where union of hearts such empire brings. 
Subjects, methinks, are crown'd as well as kings, [exeunt. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 



ErUer Le Friske, artd Servants with per/Umes, 

Le Fris. Bon, fort bon; here a little, dere a little more. 
My lord hire dis house of the city merchent ; begar, it 
smell musty, and he will have all sweet for de ladies : per- 
fume, perfume every corner presently, for dere is purpose 
to make all smoke anon, begar. 

Enter Lady Kosamond, Honoria, and Freshwater. 

Tres humble serviteur, madame ! 

Hon. Where is my lord ? 

Le Fris. He wait on you presently ; — ^Monsieur de Fresh- 
water. 

Fres. Monsieur Le Friske, these ladies were.pleas'd 
To command my attendance hither. 

Le Fris. Welcome to de ball, par ma fox ; you pardon, 
monsieur, I have much trouble in my little head, I can no 
stay to complement ; a votre service ! [ejnt. 

Fres. In all my travels, I have not seen a more 
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Convenient Structure. 

Ro8. Now you talk of your travels, sigiiior, 'till my 
lord 
Come, you shall do us a special favour to 
Discourse what passages you have seen abroad. 

Hon. Were you ever abroad before, signior ? 

Frea. I hardly ever was at home ; and yet. 
All countries to the wise man are his own : 
Did you never travel, ladies ? 

Ro8, We are no ladies errant ; 'tis enough 
For such as you, that look for state employment. 

Fr€8, Yet there be ladies have your languages. 
And, married to great men, prove the better statesmen. 

Ro8, We have heard talk of many countries. 

Fres, And you may hear talk ; but give me the man 
That has measured them : talk's but talk. 

Hon. Have you seen a fairer city than London ? 

Fres. London is nothing — 

Ros, How nothing ? 

Fres. To what it will be a hundred years hence. 

Rob. I have heard much talk of Paris. 

Hon. You have been there, Fm sure. 

Enter Lord RAfNEBow. 

Fres. I tell you, madam, I took shipping at 
Oravesend, and had no sooner past 
The Cantons and Orisons, making some stay 
In the Valteline, but I came to Paris j a pretty 
Hamlet, and much in the situation like Dunstable i 
Tis in the province of Alcontara, some three leagues 
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Distant from Seville, from whence we have our oranges. 

Lard R, Is the fellow mad ? 

Ros, I have heard Seville is in Spain. 

Fres. You may liear many things ; 
The people are civil that live in Spain, or there 
May be one town like another ; but if Seville 
Be not in France, I was never at Seville in my life. 

Hon. Proceed, sir. 

Fre8. Do not I know Paris I it was built by the youngest 
son ' 

Of king Priam, and was call'd by his name ; yet some 
Call it Lutetia, because the gentlewomen there 
Play so well upon the lute. 

Lard R, What a rascal is this ! 

Fres, Here I observ'd many remarkable buildings, as the 
University, which some call the Louvre, where the 
Students made very much of me, and carried me 
To the Bear-garden, where I saw a play on the 
Bank-side, a very pretty comedy, call'd Match me 
In London. 

Ro8. Is't possible ? 

Fres. But there be no such comedians as we have here ; 
Yet the women are the best actors, they play 
Their own parts ; a thing much desired in England 
By some ladies, inns o'court gentlemen, and others ;, 
But that, by the way. 

Hon. See, sir. 

Fres. I had staid longer there, but I was offended with a 
Villainous scent of onions, which the wind brought from 
St. Omers. 
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Ros, Onions would make yoii sleep well. 

Fres, But the scent is not to be endur'd; I smelt 
Of 'em when I came to Rome, and hardly 'scap'd the , 
Inquisition for't. 

Non, Were you at Rome too, signior ? 

Fres. 'Tis in my way to Venice. PU tell you : madam, I 
was very 
Loth to leave their country. 

Ros. Which country ? 

Fres. Wliere was I last ? 

Han, In France. 

Fres. Ri|2^ht; for I had a very good inn, where mine 
host 
Was a notable good fellow, and a cardinal. 

Eos, How, a cardinal ? O, impudence 1 

fires. Oh the catches we sang 1 and his wife, a pretty 
woman. 
And one that warms a bed one o'the best in Europe. 

Hon. Did you ever hear the like ? 

Has. I did before suspect him. 

Fres. But mine host, — 

Han. The cardinal? 

Fres. Right, — had a shrewd pate, and his ears were 
something 

Of the longest, for one^ upon the oath of a w 

Walloon, that from Spain to the Low- 
Countries, and the other from Lapland into Germany. 

Has. Say you so i 

Fres. A parlous head, and yet loving to his guest 
As mine host Bankes ; as red in the gills, and as merry 
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A ; but anger him, and he sets all Christendom 

Together by the ears. Well, shortly after I left 
France, and sailing along the Alps, I came to 
Lombardy, where I left my cloak, for it was very 
Hot travelling, and went a pilgrimage to Rome, 
Where I saw the tombs, and a play in Pompey's 
Theatre ; here I was kindly entertained by an anchorite. 
In whose chamber I lay, and drank cider. 

Lord R. Nay, now he is desperate. 

Hon. Do not interrupt him. 

Fres. What should I trouble you with many stories ? 
From hence 
I went to Naples, a soft kind of people, and cloth'd 
In silk ; from thence I went to Florence, from whence we 
Have the art of working custards, which we call 
Florentines ; Milan, a rich state of 
Haberdashers ; Piedmont, where I had excellent venison ; 
And Padua, famous for the pads, or easy saddles. 
Which our physicians ride upon, and first brought from 
Thence when they commenc'd doctor. 

Ros. Very good. 

Fres. I saw little in Mantua beside dancing upon the 
ropes. 
Only their strong beer, better than any I 
Ever drank at the Trumpet ; but Venice, of all 
The Champaign countries,-— do not mistake, they arc the 
Valiantest gentlemen under the sun. 

Ros. Is that it ? 

Fres. O the Catazaners* we turn'd there ! 

♦ Probably a mis-print for Cortezfinas. 
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Hon, Who was with you ? 

Fres. Two or three magnificos, grandees of the state \ 
We tickled them in the very Rialto ; by the same 
Token, t^vo or three English spies told us they had lain 
Lieger three months to steal away the Piatzo, and ship 
It for Covent Garden, a pretty fabric, and building 

Upon the but I was compellM to make 

Short stay here, by reason of the Duke's concubine 
Fell in lore with me, gave me a ring of his, out of 
A solid diamond, which afterwards I lost washing my 
Hands in the salt water. 

Him. You should have fish'd for't, and had as good 
luck as 
She that found her wedding ring in the 
Haddock's belly. 

Fres. No, there was no staying; I took post horse 
presently 
For Oenoa, and from thence to Madrid, and so to 
The Netherlands. 

Rm, And how sped you among the Dutch ? 

Fres, Why, we were drunk every day together ; they get 
their 
Living by it. 

Hon.- By drinking ? 

FreB. And making bargains in their tippling ; 
The Jews are innocent, nay, the devil himself 
Is but a dunce to them, of whose trade they are. 

Hon. What's that? 

Fres. They fish, they fish still, who can help it ? they 
Have nets enough, and may catch the Province 
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In time, then let the kingdoms look about them ; 
They can't be idle> andi they have one advantage 
Of all the world, they'll have no conscience to trouble 
Them. I heard it whisper'd they want butter ; they have 
A desijy^ to charm the Indies, and remove their 
Dairy, but that, as a secret, shall ^o no further. 
I caught a surfeit of boar in Holland ; upon my 
Recovery I went to Flushing, where I met with a handsome 
Frow, with whom I went to Middleborough, by the — : — 
And left her drunk at Rotterdam ; there I took 
Shipping again for France, from thence to Dover, 
From Dover to Gravesend, from Gravesend to Queen- 
Hi the, and from thence to what I am come to. 

Lord R. And, noble signior, you are very welcome. 

Fres. I hope he did not over-hear me. 

Lord R. 1 am much honour'd, lacties, in yoiHr presence. 

f^es. Absence had been a sin, my lord, where you 
Were pleas'd to invite. • 

Enter Monsieur Lb Friske. 

Le Fris. Re, fie, my lord, give me one eare. 

[^he whispers with Lord Rainebow, 
Lord R. Interrupt me no more, good monsieur. 
Fres, Monsieur Le Friske, a word, a word, I beseech 
you; 
No excusez moi. \ewit Freshwater and Le Friske* 

Lord R. Have you thought, ladies, of your absent ser- 
vant ? 
Within whose heart the civil war of love — 
Ros. May end in a soft peace. 
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. Lard R. Excellent^ lady ! 
Han, We had armies too, my lord^ of wounded thoughts. 
Lard R. And are you agreed to which I must devote 
•My loving service? and which is wisest, fairest ? 
Xs it concluded yet ? 

Han, You did propound 
hard province, and we could not 
rmine as you expected ; but, if 
our flame be not extinct, we have devis'd 
-«Vnother way. 

Lard R. You make my ambition happy, 
nd, indeed^ I was thinking 'twas impossible 

two such beauties should give place to either, 
I ani still that humble votary 
b both your loves. 
Ras. Hien this; we have made lots, 

what we cannot, fate may soon divide, 
we are fix'd to obey our destiny : 
ere are but two, one and your wishes guide you. 
Lard R, And will you satisfy my chance? 
Han. We should 
else uiyust. 

Lard R. What method shall we use i 
Rot, Your hat, my lord, 
you vouchsafe the favour. 

Hon, Dare you expose your head to the air so long ? 
Lord R, Most willingly ; put in. 
Roi, There is fortune. 

Hon, That draw which quickly tells how much I love 
you. 
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Lord R. So, so, now let me see ; I commend your device. 
Since I am incapable of both. 
This is a way indeed ; but your favour. 

Ro8. Let's have fair play, my lord. 

Lord R, What fool is he. 
That, having the choice of mistresses, will be 
Confin'd to one, and rob himself? I am yet 
The favorite of both ; this is no policy j 
I could make shift with both a-bed. 

Ro8. You are merry. 

Lord R. In troth, and so I am ; and in the mind 
I am in, will give myself no cause to the contrary. 
D'ye see ? I'll draw you both. 

Hon. How ! both ? 

Lord R. You cannot otherwise be.reconcil'd ; 
I'll be content to marry one, and do 
Service to the other's petticoat ; I must tell you, 
I am not without precedent. 

Hon. There you triumph. 

Lord R. Within the name of Venus ha ! a blank : 

By this light ! nothing, neither name nor mark. 

Both. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Lord R. This is a riddle yet. 

Ros. 'Tis quickly solved : 
Your lordship was too confident ; 
We never were at such a loss, my lord. 
As, with the hazard of our wit or honour. 
To court you with so desperate affection. 

Hon. By our example know, some ladies may 
Commend, nay, love a gentleman, and yet 
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Be safe in their own thoughts/ and see as far 
As modesty and honour will allow us : 
We are still servants to your lordship. 

Lard R, Say so?- why look you, ladies, that you may 
perceive 
How I can be temperate too ; first, I thank you 
iieartily, and, to recompense your wit, 
Present another lottery ; you shall not 
Suspect I have a thought that will betray 
'our innocence to scandal ; let me entreat 
ou take your chance too : this for you, madam, 
^^Vnd this is left your fortune ; do me honour 
'o wear these pair of jewels for my sake : 
o, with a confidence of your happy pardon 
*o what is past, hereafter I shall pay 
'o your true virtues, better service than ^ 

o unnecessary trials. 
Ros, And to shew 

^e are not coy, my lord, we'll wear your jewels. 
Lord R, And be their ornament. 

Enter Lucina, Colonel, Bostock, and Freshwater. 

Co/. All happiness to your lordship ! 
our crewels are .not full set, noble ladies. 

L&rdR. Your presence will soon make us active ; madam^ 
was bold. 

Bos. She has your diamond, my lord. 

Lord R. And can you pardon ? 

Bos. Nay, nay, wc are friends, are 
^^'ft not, madam ? 
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Luc. I were else unmerciful. 

Bos, The Ck)lonel too has given me satisfaction. 

CoL I think yon had enough. 

Bos. As much as I desir'd ; and here's my hand ; 
While I can draw a sword, command me — 

Col. What? 

Bos. To put it up again ; all friends, all friends ! 
A pox of quarrelling ! 

Col. I kiss your hand, sir. 

Bos. Kiss my hand, kiss my — noble ladies here. 

Col. Why is music silent all this while ? 
Has it no voice to bid these ladies welcome I 

[a golden Ml descends. 

Enter Venus, Cupid, and Diana. 

F'en. Come, boy, now draw thy powerful bow> 
Here are ladies' hearts enow 
To be transfixed ; this meeting is 
To rufiie ladies, and to kiss : 
These are my orgies ; from each eye 
A thousand wanton glances fly ; 
Lords and ladies of the game. 
Each breast be full of my own flame. 
Why shoots not Cupid ? these are al] 
Met in honour of my ball. 
Which Paris gave to Ida hill ; 
ril maintain these revels still. 
Why stays Cupid all this while ? 

Dia. Venus doth herself beguile. 

Fen. Diana here ? go back again. 
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Din. These are none of Venus* train ; 
No spark of this lascivious fire 
Dwells in their bosoms, no desire. 
But what doth fill Diana's breast. 
In their modest thoughts do rest. 
Venus, this new festival, 
Shall be still Diana's ball ; 
A chaste meetinj^ ever here : 
Seek thy votaries other where. 

Ven, You're chastcy indeed ! do not ive know, ' 

You to your sweetheart nightly go. 
Envying one is not kissM ; no, you 
On his fiace but let fall dew ; 
Some may wonder what doth ail 
Your lips, but kisses made them pale ; 
Methinks the moon should blush ! 

Dia. I do, 
•Sometimes, but 'tis for such as you : 
XTien hide myself within a mist, 
F*or shame to see thee clipped and kissM. 

Ven. Draw, Cupid ; shall thy mother be 
^^irand by a huntress ? let me see — 
^ want one shaft. 

Cup, Mother, not soj 

'on may quickly break my bow.: 

[ere Diana doth command, 
^ly bow is frozen to my hand ; 
^^eside, the ladies' breasts are here 
^uch proofs against my shafts, I fear 
Each arrow would, to our disgrace. 
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Break, or rebound iu my own face ; 
Mother, fly hence, or you will be. 
If you'll stay, made as chaste as she. 

Fen. Can her magick charm them so ? 
Then 'tis time that Venus go. 
To seek her own more choice delight. 
Against my will, enjoy this night. 

Dia. Cupid, if you mean to stay. 
Throw your licentious shafts away ; 
Then you are Love, then be embraced, 
Love is welcome while he's chaste. 
Now some other strain, to show 
What pleasures to this night we owe. [a dance ^ 

Enter Barker, like a Satyr ^ dancing. 

Fres. My lord, my ladies, will you see a monster? 
I have not met such another in all my travels. 

Luc. What have we here, a satyr ? 

Bos. No, 'tis a dancing bear. 

Lord R. What is the device ? 

Bar. Wonder that a satyr can 
Put off wildness, and turn man ; 
Love such miracles can do : 
But this owes itself to you. 
Bright lady. 

Ros. Keep the goblin from me, gentlemen. 

Bar. You'll know me. 

All. Barker. 

Bar. No more the cynick ; I protest, 
Vou have converted me. 
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Ras. Your meaning, sir ? 

Bar. I am the man you did encourage, madam, . 
~M!o learn to dance ; I shall do better shortly ; 
Voui- love will perfect me, and make me soft 
And smooth as any reveller. 

Roe, Ha, ha, ha ! my love ! I am not mad to love a satyr. 
For that's thy best condition. Judge, men all, 
How scurvily this civility shews in him 1 
Faith ! rail, and keep your humour still, it shews excel- 

lent ; 
Does he not become the beast ? 
~K\Le lords allow you pension. 

AU. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Bar. You are a witch ; I'll justify it, and there is not 
Une honest thought among the whole sex of you : 
O'ye laugh, loose witted ladies ? there are not 
En hell such furies, that's a comfort yet 
Vo him that shall go thither ; he shall have 
■liess torment after death than he finds here. 

Lord R. AVhy, Barker ? 

Bar. Your wit has got the squirt too j I'll traduce 
^i^our ball for this, and if there be a poet, 
Tliat dares write mischief, look to be worse 
Than executed. [eofit. 

Lard R. He will come to himself again, wheuhehath 
purg'd. 
freshwater ! [takes him aside. 

Enter Sir Marmaduke and Sir Ambrose. 
^ar. Madam, your servants beg this favour from you. 
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Ro9. What ia't ? 

Mar. That; since your resolutions will admit 
No change of hearts, you will not pubUsh how 
We have been jeer*d. 

Ro8, Not jeer*d, but you came on so desperate. 

Hon, We love our own, when we preserve 
Gentlemen's honour. 

Col. Then let's toss the ball. 

Lord R, Signior Freshwater. 

« 

Fre8, Mercy and silence, as you are honorable ! 

Lord R, May it concern these gentlemen ? 

F^es. AVhy, if I must — gentlemen, you imagine I batr^ 
been 
At Venice, but I staid at Gravesend 
All this summer, expecting a wind, and finding it 
80 uncertidn, will defer the voyage till the spring ; 
I am not the first whom the winds and seas have cross'd. 

Mar, Then you have cross'd no sea ? 

Fres. If you please, I'll require 
But my principal ; and, for your good company, 
ru stay at home for good, and all to be merry. 

LardR. Nay, nay, you shall go your voyage : 
We would not have you lose the benefit 
Of travel : when you come home, you may summon 
Your debtors by a drum, and, sheviring your bag 
Of certificates — 

Bos. Receive your money when you can get it, and be 
Knighted. 

Free. I thank you, gentlemen; I am in a way, now; 
I have sold my land, and put out my money. 
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To live ; I see my heart will not dance to night. 
I may to Gravesend in the morning, 
I can be but piekl'd in salt water, and FU 
Venture one drowning to be reveng'd. 
A^ain^ again ; set, set. [a dance. 

Zntc. What think you of all this ? 

{^oi. To my wishes, an innocent and generous recreation. 

Lord R. Ladies and gentlemen, now a banquet waits you ; 
Be pleasM to accept, Hwill give you breath, and then. 
Renew our revels, and to the ball again. [exeunt. 



THE END. 
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THE RAPE OF LUCRECE 

Is a sort of dramatic monster^ in the construction of 
whicb every rule of propriety is violated, and all grace and 
symmetry are set at defiance. The author, one would sup- 
pose, must have produced it when in a state of inebriety ; 
in which a man of genius may frequently, amidst strange 
and foolish things, give birth to poetical and impassioned 
conceptions. The dignified characters of Roman story are, 
in this play, really infected with the madness which Brutus 
only assmnes. But, with an exuberance of buffoonery and 
conceits, are mingled a considerable portion of poetry and 
some powerful scenes. Upon th» whole, this singular com- 
position, with all its absurdities, contains so much that is 
really excellent, that it is well worthy of forming a part of 
this collection. 

Of The Rape of Lucrece five editions have been pub- 
lished, viz. — first edition in 1608, — second in 1609, — ^third, 
date unknown, — fourth, in 1630, — and fifth in 1638. Copies 
of the first and second editions are exceedingly scarce, and 
no copy of the third is, we believe, known to exist. In the 
present reprint, the fifth edition, which contains several ad- 
ditional songs, omitted in the others, has been chiefly fol- 
lowed ; but from the first, which we have had the opportu- 
nity of consulting, we have been enabled to supply two lines, 
which are wanting in the two last editions, and to make one 
or two other emendations. To the fourth and fifth editions 
•are appended two songs, which were ^' added by the 
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stranger that lately acted Valerius his part V^ but they are 
so utterly contemptible, that they are now omitted. 

The text is not so corrupt as in some of the old quartos; 
but there is scarcely a page in which the metre did not 
require a re-arrangement of some of the lines. 
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In conseqaenjce of the Editor not bdng able to obtsdn a «ght 
of the first edition, until gi'eat part of the present one had been 
printed, a few emendations and various readings, which would 
have been noticed in their proper place, are, on that account, 
added here. 

p* 1. Hne 7. In the first edition — AndlamTaUia. 

p. S. line 8* ib.>«->Swoln>brtN>r. 

p. 9S. line 7* ib> — Is hanged the nest, &e. 

p. 99. line 10. ib. — Balance our cause, and let the innocent Mood 

Of npe-stain'd Lucrece, crown ^rith deatti and honor 

The heads; ftc 
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TO THE R£AD£R. 



It hath been no custom in me of all other men, courteous 
reader, to commit my Plays to the press ; the reason though 
some may attribute to my own insufficiency, — I had rather 
subscribe in that to their severe censure, than by seeking 
to avoid the imputation of weakness, to incur greater sus- 
picion of honesty ; for though some have used a double 
sale of their labours, first to the stage, and after to the 
press, for my own part, I here proclaim myself ever fsdth- 
fill in the first, and never guilty of the last ; yet since some 
of my Plays have, unknown tp me, and without any of my 
direction, accidentally come into the printer's hands, and 
therefore so corrupt and mangled, copied only by the ear, 
that I have been as imable to know them, as ashamed to 
challenge them : this, therefore, I was the willinger to fur- 
nish out in his native habit ; first being by consent ; next, 
because the rest have been so wronged in being published 
in such savage and ragged ornaments. Accept it, courteous 
gentlemen, and prove as favorable readers as we have found 
you gracious auditors. 

Your's, 

T. H. 
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Servius, King of Rome. 

Tarquin the Proud. 

Aruns, 

Sbztus, 

Junius Brutus. 

collatine. 

horatius cocles. 
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, - _ „ :> Noble Romans, 

MUTIUS SCSVOLA. 

PuBLius Valerius. 

Lucretius. 

PoRSENNA, King of the Twcant. 

Porsenna's Secretary. 

The Priest of Apollo. 

The Clown. 

TuLLiA, fVife of Tarquin. 
Lucretia, ff^ife of Cottaiine. 
MiRABLE, Lucretia*8 Maid, 

Senators, SenOneU, Servants, ifc. 
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THE RAPE OF LUCRECE. 



ACT I. SCENE r. 
Enter Tarquin the Proud, Tullia, and Attendants. 

TuL Withdraw : we must have private conference 
•^th our dear husband. [Attendants withdraw. 

Tar. What would'st thou, wife ? 

TuL Be what I am not ; make thee g^reater far 
^an thou can'st aim to be. 

ft 

Tar. Why, I am Tarquin. 

Tul And I Tullia ; what of that ? 
Vhat diapasons more in Tarquin's name 
"^han in a subject's ? or what's TuUia 
4oTe in the sound than to become the name 
M a poor maid or waiting gentlewoman ? 

am a princess both by birth and thoughts, 
^et all's but Tullia : there's no resonance 

B 
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In a bare style : my title bears no breadth. 
Nor hath it any state oli me, Fm sick ! 

Tar. Sick, lady ? 

TuL Sick at heart. 

Tar. Why, my sweet Tullia ? 

TuL To be a queen I lon^ ; long, and am sick. 
With ardency my hot appetite's a fire. 
Till my swoln fever be delivered 
Of that great title — queen ; my heart's all royal ; 
Not to be circumscrib'd in servile bounds. 
While there's a king that rules the peers of Rome, 
Tarquin makes legs, and Tullia curtsies low, 
Bo^'s at each nod, and must not near the state ' 
Without obeisance ; oh ! I hate this awe ; 
My proud heart cannot brook it. 

Tar, Hear me, wife ! 

Tul. I am no wife of Tarquin's, if not king. 
Oh ! had Jove made me man, I would have mounted 
Above the base tribtmals of the earth. 
Up to the clouds, for pompous sovereignty. 
Thou art a man ; O bear my royal mind. 
Mount heaven, and see if Tullia lag behind ! 
There is no earth in me ; I am all fire : 
Were Tarquin so, then should we both aspire. 

7hr, Oh, Tullia, though my body taste of dulness. 
My soul is wing'd to soar as high as thine ; 
But note what flags our wings : forty-five years 
The king, thy father, hath protected Rome. 

Tul. That makes for us : th6 people covet chan^ ; 
E'en the best things in time grow tedious. 
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Tar. Twould seem unnatural in thee^ my TuUia^ 
The reverend king, thy father, to depose. 

7\iL A kingdom's quest makes sons and father^ foes. 

Tar. And but by Servius' fall we cannot climb . 
The balm that must anoint us is his blood. 

TuL Let's lave our brows, then, in that crimson flood ; 
We must be bold and dreadless : who aspires. 
Mounts by the lives of fathers, sons, and sires. 

Tar. And so must I ; since, for a kingdom's love. 
Thou can'st despise a father for a crown, 
Tarquin shall mount, Servius be tumbled down, 
For he usurps my state, and first deposed 
My father in my swathed infancy. 
For which he shall be countant : to this end 
I've sounded all the peers and senators ; 
And, though unknown to thee, my Tullia, 
They all embrace my faction ; and so they 
Love change of state, a new king to obey. 

T\iL Now is my Tarquin worthy TuUia's grace. 
Since, in my arms, I thus a king embrace. 

Tar. The king should meet this day in parliament. 
With all the senate and estate of Rome; 
His place will I assume, and there proclaim 
All our decrees in royal Tarquin's name. [^flourish. 

Enter Sextus, Aruns, Lucretius, Valerius, Collatine, 

and Senators. 

Luc. May it please thee, noble Tarquin, to attend 
The king this day in the high Capitol ? 
Tul. Attend? 
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Tar. We intend this day to see the Capitol. 
You knew our father^ good Lucretius ? 

Luc, I did, my lord. 

Tar, Was not I his son ? 
The queen, my mother, was of royal thoughts 
And pure heart, as unblemished innocence. 

Luc^ What asks my lord ? 

Tar, Sons should succeed their fathers ; but anon 
You shall hear more ; high time that we were gone. 

[^flourish ; exeunt all but Collatine and Vckm- 

m 

Col, There's moral sure in this, Valerius. 
Here's model, yea, and matter too to breed 
Strange meditations in the provident brains 
Of our grave fathers ; some strange project lives 
This day in cradle that's but newly bom. 

yal. No doubt, CoUatine, no doubt; here's a giddy 
and drunken world : it reels, it hath got the staggers; 
the commonwealth is sick of an ague, of which nothing 
can cure her but some violent and sudden afirightment. 

Col. The wife of Tarquin would be a queen ; nay, of my 
life, she is with child till she be so. 

yal. And longs to be brought to bed of a kingdom; I 
divine, we shall see some scuffling to-day in the Capitol 

Coi, If there be any difference among the princes, and 
senate, whose faction will Valerius follow ? 

F'al. Ob, Collatine, I am a true citizen; and in this I will 
best shew myself to be one, to take part mth the strongest. 
If Servius o'ercome, I am liegeman to Servius, and if Tar- 
quin subdue, I am for vivat Tarquinius ! 

Col, Valerius, no more ; this talk does but keep us from 
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the sight of this solemnity : by this the princes are en- 
tering the Capitol : come 1 we must attend. [eaeunt. 

SCENE II. 

£nter Tarquin, Tullia, Sbxtus, Aruns, and Lucretius, one 
way r Brutus meeting them the other way, very humorously. 

Tar, This place is not for fools ; this parliament 
Assembles not the strains of idiotism. 
Only the grave and wisest of the land : 
Important are the affairs we have in hand. 
Hence with that mome. 

Luc. Brutus, forbear the presence. 

Bru. Forbear the presence ! why, pray ? 

Sea. None are admitted to this grave cohcourse 
But wise men : nay, good Brutus. 

Bru. You'll have an empty parliament then. 

Aru. Here is no room for fools. 

Bru. Then what mak*st thou here, or he, or he ? oh Ju- 
piter! if this command be kept strictly, we shall have empty 
benches ; get you home you that are here, for here wiU be 
nothing to do this day : a general concourse of wise men ! 
'twas never seen since the first chaos. Tarquin, if the ge- 
neral rule have no exceptions, thou wilt have an empty con- 
sistory. 

7W. Brutus, you trouble us. 

Bru. How powerful am I, you Roman deities, that am 
able to trouble her that troubles a whole empire ? fools 
exempted, and women admitted ! laugh, Democritus ! but 
have you nothing to say to mad-men ? 
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Tar, Madmen have here no place. 

Bru. Then out of doors with Tarquin ! what's he that 
may sit in a cakn valley, and will chuse to repose on a tem- 
pestuous mountain, but a madman ? that may live in tran- 
quillous pleasures, and will seek out a kingdom's cares, but 
a madman ? who would seek innovation in a common- 
wealth in public, or be over-rul'd by a curs'd wife in pri- 
vate, but a fool or a madman? Give me thy hand, Tarquin; 
shall we two be dismissed together from the Capitol ? 

Tar, Restrain his folly ! 

Tul. Drive the frantic hence ! 

y4ru. Nay, Brutus. 

Seof, Good Brutus. 

Bru. Nay, soft, soft, good blood of the Tarquins, let's 
have a few cold words firsts and I am gone in an instant : 
I claim the privilege of the nobility of Rome, and, by that 
privilege, my seat in the Capitol. I am a Lord by birth -, 
my place is as free in the Capitol as, Horatius, thine, or 
thine, Lucretius, thine Sextus, Aruns thine, or 'imy here : 
I am a Lord ; an' you banish all the Lord fools from the 
presence, youll have few to wait upon the king but gentle- 
men : [the^ lay hands upon him,'] Nay, I am easily per- 
suaded, then ; hands off! since you will not have my com- 
pany, you shall have my room. 
\aside,'] My room, indeed ; for what I seem to be, 
Brutus is not, but bom great Rome to free. 
The state is full of dropsy, and swollen big 
With windy vapours, which my sword must pierce. 
To purge th' infected blood, bred by the pride 
Of these infected bloods, [aloud^ Nay, now I go ; 
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Behold, I vanish, since 'tis Tarqtiin's mind : 

One small fool goes, but great fools leaves behind, [exit, 

Luc. Tis pity, one so gen'rously derived 
Should be depriv'd his best enduements thus. 
And want the true directions of the soul. 

Tar, To leave these dilatory trifles, lords, 
Now to the public business of the land. 
Lords, take your several places. 
Luc. Not, great Tarquin, before the king assume his 
regal throne. 
Whose coming we attend. 
TuL He's come already. 
Luc. The king ? 
Tar. The king. 
Col. Servius? 
Tar. Tarquinius. 
Luc. Servius is king. 
Tar. He was ; by power divine 
"^Hie throne that long since he usurp'd is mine. 
^ftlere we enthrone ourselves ! cathedral state 
Xong since detain'd us, justly we r-esmne : 
"Then let our friends and such as love us cry, 
Xiive, Tarquin ! and enjoy this sovereignty I 

Omnes. Live, Tarquin ! and enjoy this sovereignty ! 

[flourish. 

Enter Valerius. 

f^al. The king himself, with such confederate peers 
As stoutly embrace his fEtction, being inform'd 
^ Tarquin's usurpation, armed comes, 
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Near to the eatrance of the Capitol. 

Tar, No. man give place ; he that dares to rise 
And do him reverence, we his love despise. 

Enter Sclivius, Horatius, Scjevola, and Soldiers. 

Ser, Traitor! 

Tar. Usurper! 

Ser. Descend. 

Tul. Sit stiU. 

Ser. In Servius' name, Rome's great imperial monarch, 
I charge thee, Tarquin, disen throne .thyself. 
And throw thee at our feet, prostrate for mercy. 

Hor. Spoke like a king. 

Tar. In Tarquin's name, now Rome's imperial monarch. 
We charge thee, Servius, make free resignation 
Of that arch'd wreath thou hast usurp'd.sojong. 

Tktl. Words worth an empire. 

liar. Shall this be brook'd, my sovereign ? 
Dismount the traitor. 

Seof. Touch him he that dai'es. 

Hor. Dares! 

7W. Dares! 

Ser. Strumpet ! no child of mine. 

l\il. Dotard ! and not my father. 
. Ser. Knetl to thy king. 

Tul. Submit thou to thy queen. 

Ser. Insufferable treason ! >vith bright steel 
Lop down these interponents that withstand 
The passage to our throne. 

Hor. That Codes dares. 
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Sex, We, with our steel, guard Tarquin and his chair. 

Sea. A Servius ! [they fight^-rServius is slain. 

• Aru. A Tarquin! 

Tar. Now are we king, indeed ! . our awe is builded 
tJpoa this royal base, the slaughtered body 
Of a dead king : .we by his ruin rise 
I^o a monarchal throne. 

l\tl. We have our longing. 
\ily father's death gives me a second life, 
Vluch better than the first ; my birth was servile, 
But this new breath of reign is large and free : 
i^elcome, my second life of sovereignty ! 

lAic. I have a daughter, but I hope of metal. 
Subject to better temperature ; should my Lucrece 
3e of this pride, these hands should sacrifice 
rier blood unto the gods that dwell below ; 
Hie abortive brat should not out-live my spleen ; 
But Lucrece is my daughter, this my queen. [aside, 

l\tl. Tear off the crown, that yet empales the temples 
Df our usurping father : quickly, lords, 
^nd in the face of his yet bleeding wounds, 
EiCt us receive our honours. 

Tar. The same breath 
C]^ves our state life, that was th' usurper's death. 

Tul. Here, then, by heaven's hand we invest ourselves : 
Wusic, whose loftiest tones grace princes crown'd, 
^Qto our noble coronation sound. . [flourish. 

Valerius advances, with Horatius and Scjevola. 

Tar. Whom doth. Valerius to our state present? 
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yinl. Two valiant Romans ; this, Horatius Codes, 
This iifentleman call'd Mutius Scaevola ; 
Who, whilst King Servius wore the diadem. 
Upheld his sway and princedom by their loves. 
But he being fall'n, since all the peers of Rome 
Applaud King Tarquin in his sovereignty. 
They with like suffrage greet your coronation. 

Hot, This hand, allied unto the Roman crown. 
Whom never fear dejected, or cast low. 
Lays his victorious sword at Tarquin's feet. 
And prostrates with that sword, allegiance. 
King Servius' life we lov*d, but, he expir'd. 
Great Tarquin's life is in oiir hearts desir'd. 

SciP, Who, whilst he rules with justice and integrity. 
Shall with our dreadless hands our hearts conunand. 
Even with the best employments of our lives ; 
Since fortune lifts thee, we submit to fate ; 
Ourselves are va&sals to the Roman state. 

Tar. Your rooms were empty in our train of friends. 
Which we rejoice to see so well supplied : 
Receive our grace, live in our clement favours. 
In whose submission our young glory grows 
To his ripe height : fiall in our friendly train. 
And strengthen with your loves our infant reign. 

Hor. We live for Tarquin. 

Sc€e* And to thee alone, whilst justice keeps thy f 
and thou thy throne. 

Tar. Then are you ours ; and now conduct us stra 
In triumph through the populous streets of Rome, 
To the king's palace our majestic seat ; 



\ 
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Your hearts, though freely proflfer'd, we entreat. 

[Sennet. As they march,, Tullia treadt on her father's 

body and stays*. 
l\ih What hlock is that we tread on ? 
Luc, *Ti8 the body 
Of your deceased father ; madam ! queen ! 
Vour shoe is crimsonM with his vital blood. . [aside. 

7'uL No matter, let his mangled body lie. 
And with his base confederates strew the streets. 
That, in disgrace of his usurped pride, 
We o'er his trunk may in our chariot ride : 
^or^ mounted like a queen, 'twould do me good 
^o wash my coach-naves in my father's blood. 

Luc. Here's a good chUd. [aside. 

Tar. Remove it, we command, 
^^nd bear his carcase to the funeral pile, 
^^Vhere, after this dejection, let it have 
-^iis solemn and due obsequies. Fair Tullia, 
^t*hy hate to him grows from thy love to us ; 
T^ou showest thyself in this unnatural strife 
unkind daughter, but a loving wife, 
ut on, unto our palace ; this blest day, 
king's encrease grows by a king's decay. 

[eofeunt all but Brutus. 
Bru. Murder the king ! a high and capital treason. 
*X*hoise giants that wag'd war against the gods, 
^or which th' o'erwhelmed mountains hurl'd by Jove 
'^o scatter them, and give them timeless graves, 
^aa not more cruel than this butchery, 
T*hi8 slaughter made by Tarquin : but, the queen! 
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A woman, fie ! fie ! did not this she-parricide 

Add to her father's wounds ? and when his body 

Lay all besmear'd and stain'd in the blood royal. 

Did not this monster, this infernal hag. 

Make her unwilling charioteer drive on. 

And with his shod wheels crush her father's bones ? 

Break his craz'd scull, and dash his sparkled brains 

Upon the pavements, whilst she held the reins ? 

The afi&ighted sun at this abhorred object. 

Put on a mask of blood, and yet she blushM not. . 

Jove, art thou just ? hast thou reward for piety. 

And for offence no vengeance ? or cans't punish 

Felons, and pardon traitors ? cha^ise murderers. 

And Mrink at parricides? if thou be worthy. 

As well we know thou art, to fill the throne 

Cf all eternity, then with that hand 

That flings the trifulk thunder, let the pride 

Of these our irreligious monarchisers 

Be crownM in blood. This makes poor Brutus mad. 

To see sin frolic, and the virtuous sad. 

Enter Sextus imd Aruns. 

j4ru. Soft ! here's Brutus ; let us acquaint him >vith the 

news. ^ 

Sejp. Content : — now, cousin Brutus. 
Bru. Who, I, your kinsman? though I be of the blood of 
the Tarquins, yet no cousin, gentle prince. 
^ru. And why so, Brutus, scorn you our alliance ? 

Bru, No, I was cousin to the Tarquins, when they were* 

» 

subjects, but dare claim no kindred as, they are sovereigns* 
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Brutus is not so mad> though he be merry ; but he hath wit 
enough to keep his head on his shoulders. 

Aru. Why do you, lord, thus lose your hours, and nei- 
ther profess war nor domestic profit ? The first might beget 
you love, the' other riches. 

Bru. Because I would live ; have I not answered yon,— ^ 
'cause I would live : fools and mad men are no rubs in the 
way of usurpers; the firmament can brook but one sun, 
and for my part I must not shine : I had rather live an ob- 
scure black, than appear a fair white to be shot at ; the end 
of aU is, I would live. Had Servius been a shrub, the wind 
W not shook him ; or a mad-man, he*d not perished: I 
covet no more wit nor employment than as much as will 
i(eep life and soul together : I would biit live. ' 

Aru, You are satirical, cousin Brutus ; but, to the pur- 
pose : the king dreamt a strange and ominous dream liast 
night, and, to be reaolv'd of the event, my brother Sextus 
^d I must to the Oracle. 

Sejp. And because we would be well accompanied, we 
We got leave of the king that you, Brutus, shall associate 
^8, for our purpose is to make a merry journey on't. 

Bru. So you*d carry me along with you, to be your fool, 
^d make you merry. 
Se/t, Not our fool, but — 

Bru, To make you merry : I shall, nay, I will make you 

merry, or tickle you till you laugh ! The Oracle I Ml go to 

he resolved of some doubts private to myself: nay, Prin<jes, 

1 am so much endear'd both to your loves and companies, 

tkat you shall not have the power to be rid of me. What 

limits have we for our journey ? ' 
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Sea. Five days» uo more. 

Bru. I shall fit me to your preparations : but one thing 
more; goes Collatine along \ 

Sex. Collatine is troubl'd with the common 'disease of 
all new married men ; he's sick of the wife : his excuse is, 
forsooth, that Lucrece will not let him go; but you, having 
neither wife nor wit to hold you, I hope will not disap- 
point us. 

Bru. Had I both, yet should you prevail ^th me above 
either. 

Aru. We shall expect you. 

Bru. Horatius Codes and Mutius Scsevola are not engaged 
in this expedition \ 

Aru. No, they attend the King : farewell. 

Bru. Lucretius stays at home too, and Valerius ? 

Seof. The palace cannot spare them. 

Bru. None but we. three ? 

Sew. We three. 

Bru, We three ; well, five days' hence. 

Sew. You have the time, farewell. 

[exeufU Sewtus and Aruns^ 

Bru. The time, I hope, cannot be circumscribed 
Within 60 short a limit ; Rome and I 
Are not so happy ; what's the reason, then. 
Heaven spares his rod so long ? Mercury, teU me ! 
i hav't, the fruit of pride is yet but green. 
Not mellow ; though it grows apace, it comes not 
To his full height : Jove oft delays his vengeance. 
That when it haps 't may prove more terrible. 
Despair not, Brutus, then, but let thy country 



I 
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^d thee take this last comfort after all, 

Aide, wlien thy fruit is ripe, 'tmust rot, and fall ! 

Bat, to tiie Oracle. [eait . 

. SCENE III. 



Enter Horatius and Scjevola. 

Bar. I would I were no Roman. 

Sc€t. Cocles, why ? . 

Hot, I am discontented, and dare not speak my thoughts. 

Sc^. What ! shall I speak them for you^ 

Har. Mutius, do. 

Sob, Tarquin is proud. 

Hot, Thou hast them. 

Sob. Tyrannous. 

Hot, True. 

Sc€P, Insuperably lofty. 

Hot. Thou hast hit me. 

Sc€P, And shall I tell thee what I prophesy 
Of his succeeding rule ? 

Hot. No, Pll do't for thee; Tarquin's ability wiU, in the 
weal. 
Beget a weak unable impotence ; 
His strength make Rome and our dominions weak ; 
His soaring high make us to flag our wings, 
And fly close by the earth ; his golden feathers 
Are of such vastness, that they spread like sails. 
And so becalm us, that we have not air 
Able to raise our plumes, to taste the pleasures of our own 
elements. 
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Sc€B, We are one hearty our thoughts and our desires arc 
suitable. 

Hor. Since he was king he bears liim like a god : 
His wife, like Pallas, or the wife of Jove, 
Will not be spoke to without sacrifice. 
And homage sole due to the deities. 

Enier Lucretius. 

Sc€B, What haste with good Lucretius ? 

Luo. Haste, but small speed : 
I had an earnest suit imto the king. 
About some business that concerns the weal 
Of Rome and us ; 'twill not be listened to : 
He has took upon him such ambitious state. 
That he abandons conference with his peers; 
Or if he chance to endure our tongues so much. 
As but to hear their sonance, he despises 
The intent of all our speeches, our advices. 
And counsel ; thinking his own judgment only 
To be approved in matters military ; 
And in affairs domestic we are but mutes. 
And fellows of no parts, viols unstrung. 
Our notes too harsh to strike in princes' ears. 
Great Jove amend it 1 

Har, Whither mil you, my lord ? 

Luc. No matter where, if from the court. I'll home 
Gollatine 
And to my daughter, Lucrece : home breeds safety ; 
Danger's begot in court ; a life relir'd 
Must please me now perforce : then, noble Scaevola, 
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And youy my dear Horatius^ farewell both : 
Where industry is scom'd, let's welcome sloth. 

Enter Collatine. 

Hot, Nay, good Lucretius, do not leave us thus : 
^e, here comes Collatine ; but where's Valerius ? 
How does he taste these times ? 

Col, Not giddily, like Brutus $ nor passionately, 
^ike old Lucretius, with his tear-swoln eyes ; 
^ot laughingly, like Mutius Scaevola ; . 
^or bluntly, like Horatius Codes here ; 
^e has usurp 'd a stranger garb of humour, 
distinct from these in nature every way. 

Luc. How is he relish'd? can his eyes forbear, 
'^ this strange state, to shed a passionate tear ? 
Sc^, Can he forbear to laugh with Scaevola, 
-^t that which passionate weeping cannot mend ? 

Hor, Nay, can his thought shape ought but melancholy, 
^o see these dang'rous passages of state ? 
If ow is he temper'd, noble Collatine ? 

Coi. Strangely ; he is all song, he's ditty all ; 
Note that : Valerius hath given up the courts 
And wean'd himself from the king's consistory, 
f ti which his sweet harmonious tongue grew harsh ; 
Whether it be that he is discontent. 
Vet would not so appear before the king. 
Or whether in applause of these new edicts, 
A^hich so distaste the people, or what cause 
X know not, but now he's all musical. 
VJnto the council-chamber he goes singing; 
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And whilst the king his wilful edicts makes. 
In which none's tongue is powerful save the king's. 
He's in a comer relishing strange airs. 
Conclusively, he's from a toward hopeful gentleman, 
Transhap'd to a mere ballader ; none knowing 
Whence should proceed this transmutation. 

HtUer Valerius. 

Hot, See, where he comes. Morrow, Valerius ! 
Luc. Morrow, my lord ! 

Song — ^Valerius. 

When Tarquin first in court began, 
And was approved king. 
Some men for sudden joy 'gan weep, 
But I for sorrow sing. 

Sc€B. Ha, ha ! how long has my Valerius 
Put on this stnun of mirth, or what's the cause? 

Song — Valerius. 

Let humour change and spare not, 

Since Tarquin's proud, 1 care not ; 

His fjdr words so bewitch*d my delight. 

That I doted on his sight. 

Now he is chang'd, cruel thoughts embracing, 

And my deserts disgracing. 

Hor. Upon my life, he's either mad or love-sick. 
Oh, can Valerius, but so late a statesman. 
Of whom the public weal deserv'd so well. 
Tune out his age in sdngs and canzonets. 
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Whose voice should thunder counsel in the ears 
Of Tarquin and proud Tullia ? Think, Valerius, 
What that proud woman, Tullia, is ; 'twill put thee 
Quite out of tune. 

Song — ^Valeri us. 

Now what is love I will thee tell. 

It is the fountain and the well. 

Where pleasure and repentance dwell : 

It is perhaps the ^sansing bell, 

That rings all in to heaven or hell. 

And this is love, aud this is love, as I hear tell. 

Now what is love I will you show : 

A thing that creeps and cannot go ; 

A prize that paaseth to and fro ; 

A thing for me, a thing for mo' ; 

And he that proves shall find it so, 

And this is love, and this is love, sweet friend, I trow. 

lAic. Valerius, I shall quickly change thy cheer, 
Ajid make thy passionate eyes lament with mine : 
^liink how that worthy prince, our kinsman king, 
^as butcher'd in the marble Capitol ! 
Shall Servius Tullius unregarded die 
Alone of thee, whom all the Roman ladies, 
■Even yet with tear-swoln eyes, and sorrowful souls. 
Compassionate, as well he merited ? 
^o these lamenting dames what canst thou sing, 
•^^Ose griefs through all the Roman temples ring? 

* Sanee bell — Saints' bell, or the Sanctus bell, a small bell which called to 
'^'^yere and other holy offices. 
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Song — ^Valerius. 

Lament, ladies, lament. 
Lament the Roman land, 
The king is fra thee hent. 
Was doughty oa his hand. 
We'll gang into the Kirk, 
His dead corpse we'll embrace, 
And when we see him dead. 
We aye will cry, alas ! Fa la, lero la. 
Tara rara roune ta re, &c. 

Hor. This music mads me, I all mirth despise. 

Luc, To hear him sing draws rivers from mine eyes. 

Sc€e, It pleaseth me ; for since the court is harsh, 
And looks askance on soldiers, let's be merry. 
Court ladies, sing, drink, dance, and every man 
Get him a mistress, coach it in the country. 
And taste the sweets of it ; what thinks Valerius 
Of Scaevola's last oounsel ? 

Song — ^Valerius. 

Why since we soldiers cannot prove, 
And grief it is to us therefore, 

Let every man get him a love, 

To trim her well, and fight uo more. 
That we may taste of lovers* bliss, 
Be merry and blithe, embrace and kiss, 
That ladies may say, some more of this, 
That ladies may say, some more of this. 

Since court and city both giow proud. 
And safety you delight to hear, 
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We in the country will us shroud. 
Where Itres to please both eye and ear ; 
The nightingale sings jug, jug, jug, 
The little lamb leaps after his dug. 
And the pretty millt-maids they look so smug, 
And the pretty milli-maids, &c. 

* 

, Scaevola, shall we go and be idle ? 

?. Pll in to weep. 

**. But I my gall to grate. 

7. Pll laugh at time, till it will change our fate. 

[eofeunt nil but Collatine. 
. Thou art not what thou seem'st. Lord Scaevola ; 
eart mourns in thee, though thy visage smile : 
does thy soul weep, Valerius, 
iigh thy habit sing : for these new humours 
it put on for safety, and to arm them 
3t the pride of Tarquin, from whose danger, 
great in love, in counsel, or opinion, 
3 kept safe : this makes me lose my hours 
ne with Lucrece, and abandon court. 

Enter Clown. 

m. Fortune, I embrace thee, that thou hast as- 
me in finding my master ! The gods of good Rome 
ly lord and master out of all bad company 1 
Sirrah, the news with you. 

m. Would you ha' court news, camp nei^, city news, 
itry news ? or would you know whafs the news at 
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€oL Let me know all the news. 

Clown. The news at court is, that a small leg and a silk 
stocking is in the fashion for your lord ; and the water that 
god Mercury makes is in request with your lady. The hea- 
viness of the king's wine makes many a light head, and the 
emptiness of his dishes many full bellies ; eating and drink- 
ing was never more in use : you shall find the baddest legs 
in boots, and the worst faces in masks. They keep their 
old stomachs still $ the king's good cook had the most wrong ; 
for that which was wont to be private only to him, is no> 
usurpM among all the other officers : for now every man ic 




his place, to the prejudice of the master cook, makes bole 
to lick his own fingers. 

CoL The news in the camp ? 

Clown, The greatest news in the camp is, that there is 
news at all ; for being no camp at all, how can there 
any tidings from it ? 

Col, Then, for the city ? 

Clown, The senators are rich, their wives fair, creciif 
grows cheap, and traffic dear ; for you have many that B^rt 
broke ; the poorest man that is may take up what he wxli> 
so he will be but bound to a post till he pay the debt. There 
was one courtier lay with twelve men's wives in the suburbs* 
and pressing farther to make one more cuckold within tbe 
walls, and being taken with the manner, had nothing to say 
for himself, but this, he that made twelve made thirteen. 

CoL Now, sir, for the country? 

Clown, There is no news there but at the ale-hous^» 
there's the most receipt ; and is it not strange, my lof^^) 
that so many men love ale that know not what ale is ? 
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Col, Why, what is ale? 

Chum, Why; ale is a kind of juice, "made of the precious 
grain called malt ; and what is malt ? malt's M, A, L, T ; 
and what is M, A, L, T ? M much, A ale, L little, T thrift; 
that is, much ale, little thrift. 

Col, Only the news at home and I have done. ^ 

Clown, My lady must needs speak mth you about ear- 
nest business, that concerns her nearly, and I was sent in 
all haste to entreat your lordship to come away. 

Col, And could'st thou not have told me ? Lucrece stay. 
And I stand trifling here ! Follow, away ! 

Ciovm, Aye, marry, sir, the way into her were a way 
worth following ; and that's the reason that so many ser- 
ving-men, that are familiar with their mistresses, have lost 
the name of servitors, and are now called their masters' 
followers. Rest you merry ! [ea?eunt. 



ACT II. SCENE I. 



£!nier Apollo's Priests, toith tapers,- after them, Aruns, 
Sextus, and Brutus, with their oblations, all kneeling bejore 
the Oracle, Music, 

Priest, O, thou Delphian god, inspire 
Thy priests, and, with celestial fire 
Shot from thy beams, crown our desire. 

That we may follow. 

In these thy true and hallow'd measures, 
The utmost of thy heavenly treasures. 
According to the thoughts and pleasures 

Of great Apollo. 
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Our hearts with inflammatioQB buni. 
Great Tarquin and his people mourn. 
Till from thy temple we return 

With some glad tiding. 

Then tell us, shall great Rome be blest, 
And royal Tarquin live in rest. 
That gires his high-ennobled breast 

To thy safe guiding ? 

Orac. Then Rome her ancient honours wins, 
\Vhen she is purged from Tullia's sins. 

Bru. Gramercies, Phoebus, for these spells ; 
Phoebus alone, alone excels. 

Se^, Tullia, perhaps, sinn'd in our grandsire's death. 
And hath not yet by reconcilement made 
Atone with Phoebus, at whose shrine we kneel : 
Yet, gentle priest, let us tlius';far prevail. 
To know if Tarquin's seed shall govern Rome, 
And, by succession, claim the royal wreath ? 
Behold me, younger of the Tarquin's race ; 
This elder, Aruns, both the sons of Tullia ; 
This, Junius Brutus, though a mad-man, yet 
Of the high blood of the Tarquins. 

Priest. Sextus, peace ! 

Tell us, O thou that shin'st so bright, 
•From whom the world receives his light. 
Whose absence is perpetual night. 

Whose praises ring : 

Is it with heaven's applause decreed. 
When Tarquin's soul from earth is freed, 
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That noble Sextus shall succeed 

In Rome as King ? 

Bru. Aye, Oracle, hast thou lost thy tongue ? 

/4ru. Tempt him again, fair priest. 

Sejp. If not as king, let Delphian Phoebus yet 
Thus much resolve us : who shall govern Rome, 
Or, of us three, bear greatest pre-eminence ? 

Priest, Sextus, I will ; 

Yet, sacred Phoebus, we entreait, 
Which of these three shall be great. 
With largest power and state replete, 

By the heavens* doom ? 

Phoebus, thy thoughts no longer smother. 

Orac. He that first shall kiss his mother. 
Shall be powerful, and no other. 

Of you three in Rome. 

Sex. Shall kiss his mother ! [Brutus falls. 

Bru. Mother Earth, to thee an humble kiss I tender. 

[aside, 
Aru, What means Brutus ? 

Bru, The blood of the slaughtered sacrifice made this 

^oor as slippery as the place where Tarquin treads ; 

*tis glassy and as smooth as ice : I was proud to hear 

the Oracle so gracious to the blood of the Tarquins, and 

so I fell. 

Seal. Nothing but so, then to the Oracle. 
1 charge thee Aruns, Junius Brutus, thee. 
To keep the sacred doom of th' Oracle 
From all our train ; lest when the younger lad. 
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Our brother, now at home, sits dandled 
Upon fair Tullia's lap, this understanding. 
May kiss our beauteous mother, and succeed. 

Aru. Let the charge go round ; — 
It shall go hard but I'll prevent you, Sextus. [aside. 

Sex. I fear not the madman, Brutus ; and for Aruns, let 
me alone to buckle with him : Fll be the first at my mo- 
ther's lips for a kingdom. 

Bru, If the madman have not been before you, Sextus. 
If oracles be oracles, their phrases are mystical; they 
speak still in clouds : had he meant a natural mother, he 
would not have spoke it by circumstance. [aside. 

Sex. TuUia, if ever thy lips were pleasing to me, let it 
be at my return from the Oracle. 

Am. If a kiss will make me a king, Tullia, I wiU spring* 
to thee, though through the blood of Sextus. [asid^ « 

Bru. Earth, I acknowledge no mother but thee ; accejg^ t 
me as thy son, and I shall shine as bright in Rome 
Apollo himself in his temple at Delphos. 

Sex. Our superstition's ended, sacred priest. 
Since we have had free answer from the gods. 
To whose fair altars we have done due right. 
And hallowed them with presents acceptable. 
Let's now return, treading these holy measures. 
With which we entered great Apollo's temple. 
Now, Phoebus, let thy sweet tun*d organs sound. 
Whose sphere — ^like music, must direct our feet 
Upon the marble pavement : after this. 
We'll gain a kingdom by a mother's kiss. [exeunt- 
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SCENE II. 
A table atid chairs prepared; Tarquin, Tullia, Collatine, 

SCJEVOLA, HORATIUS, LUCRETIUS, VALERIUS, LORDS. 

Tar. Attend us with your persons, but your ears . 
Be deaf unto our counsels. 

[7%e Lords /all off' on either aside and attend. 

TuL Farther yet. 

Tar. Now, Tullia, what must be concluded next ? 

T\il. The kingdom you have got by policy 
Vou must maintsdn by pride. 

Tar. Good. . 

7W. Those that were late of the king's faction 
Cut off for fear they prove rebellious. 

Tar. Better. 

7\il. Since you gain nothing by the popular love, 
M^aintun by fear your princedom. 

Tar. ExceUent ; thou art our oracle, and, save from thee, 
^e will admit no counsel : we obtainM 
^^^ur state by cunning ; it must be kept by strength : 
^^d such as cannot love, we'll teach to fear ; 
t** encourage wluch, upon our better judgment, 
^Viid to strike greater terror to the world, 
( liave forbid thy father's funeral. 

Tul No matter. 

Tar. All capital causes are by us discuss'd, 
J^ravers'd, and executed, without counse] ; 
W^« challenge too, by our prerogative. 
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The goods of such as strive against our state ; 
The freest citizens, mthput attunt. 
Arraign, or judgment, we to exile doom. 
The poorer are our drudges, rich our prey. 
And such as dare not strive our rule obey. 

T\(L Kings are as gods, and divine sceptres bear. 
The gods coi^mand, for mortal tribute, fear; 
But, royal lord, we that despise their Ipye, 
JVIust seek some means how to maintain this awe. 

Tar. By foreign leagues, and by our jstrength abroad. 
Shall we that are decreed above our people. 
Whom heaven hath made our vassals, reign with them ? 
No ; kings, above the rest tribunal'd high. 
Should with no meaner than with kings ally : 
For this, we to Mamilius Tusculan, 
The Latin king, have^ven in marriage 
Our royal daughter, now his people's ours. 
The neighbour princes are subdued by arms : 
And whom we could not conquer by constr^t. 
Them we have sought to win by courtesy ; 
Kings that are proud, yet would secure their own. 
By love abroad shall purchase fear at home. 

TuL We are secure ; and yet our greatest strength 
Is in our children ; how dare treason look 
Us in the face having issue ? Barren princes 
Breed danger in their singularity ; 
Having none to succeed, their claim dies in them. 

Tar. Tullia's wise and apprehensive ; were our princely 
sons, 
Sextus and Aruns, back returned safe. 
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With an applausive answer of the ^ods 
From th' Oracle, our state were able then,- 
Being gods ourselves, to scorn the hate of men. 

Enter Sextus, Aruns, and Brutus. 

Seof. Where's TuUia? 

^ru. Where's our mother? 

Hot. Yonder, princes, at counci] with the king. 

T\iL Our sons returned ! 

•S'^^. Royal mother ! 

^ru. Renowned queen ! 

Se^. I love her best, therefore will Sextus do his duty 

first. 
^ru. Being eldest in my birth, HI not be youngest 
In zeal to Tullia. 
^ru. To*t, lads. 
^ru. Mother, a kiss. 

Ses. Though last in birth, let me be first in love. 
-^ kiss, fair mother. 

^ru. Shall I lose my right ? 

Sea?. Aruns shall down, were Aruns twice my brother, 
*^ he presumes 'fore me to kiss my mother. 

^ru. Aye, ISextus, think this kiss to be a crown, thus 
would we tug for't. [they struggle, 

Seof, Aruns, thou must down. 
Tar, Restrain them, lords. 

Bru. Nay, to't, boys ; O 'tis brave I they tug for shadows, 
* the substance have. [aside. 

Aru. Through armed gates and thousand swords I'll 
break 
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To shew my duty ; let my valour speak. 

[breaks from the Lords, and kisses her. 

Sex, O, heavens ! you have dissolved me. 

Aru. Here I stand. 
What I have done to answer with this hand. 

Sex. O, all ye Delphian gods, look down and see 
How for these wrongs I will revenged be. 

Tar, Curb in the proud boy's fury ; let us know . 
From whence this discord riseth. 

TuL From our love; how happy are we in our issue 
now! 
When as our sons, even with their bloods, contend 
T' exceed in duty; we accept your zeal. 
This, your superlative degree of kindness. 
So much prevails with us, that to the king 
We engage our own dear love 'twixt his incensement 
And your presumption ; you are pardoned both. 
And, Sextus, though you faiPd in your first proffer. 
We do not yet esteem you least in love ; ascend, and touch 
our lips. 

Sex. Thank you, no. 

TuL Then to thy knee we will descend thus low. 

Sex, Nay, now it shall not need : how great's my heart ! 

Aru, In Tarquin's crown thou now hast lost thy part. 

Sex. No kissing now, Tarquin ; great queen, adieu ! 
Aruns, on earth we have no foe but you. 

Tar. What means this their unnatural enmity ? 

Tul. Hate, born from love. 

Tar. Resolve us then, how did the gods accept 
Our sacrifice ? how are they pleasM with us ? 
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How long will they applaud' our sovereignty ? 
Bru. Shall I tell the king ? 

Tar. Do, cousin^ with the process of your journey, 
Bru, I will. — We went from hither, when we went from 
hence, arrived thither when we landed there^ made an end of 
our prayers when we had done our orisons, when thus quoth 
Phoe6us, — '^Tarquin shall be happy whilst he is blest, 
govern while he reigns, wake when he sleeps not, sleep 
when he wakes not, quaff when he drinks, feed when he eats, 
gape when his mouth opens, live till he die, and die when he 
can live no longer/' — So Phoebus commends him to you. 
Tar, Mad Brutus still ! Son Aruns, what say you i 
Aru. That the great gods to whom the potent king 
Of this large empire sacrific'd by us. 
Applaud your reign, commend your sovereignty : 
And, by a general synod, grant to Tarquin 
Long days, fair hopes, majestic government. 

Bru. Adding withal, that to depose the late king, which, 
ia others, had been high treason, in Tarquin was honour : 
what in Brutus had been usurpation, in Tarquin was law- 
fiil succession : and for Tullia, though it be parricide for a 

child to kill her father, in Tullia it was charity, by death 

to rid him of all his calamities. Phoebus himself said she 

Was a good child, and shall not I say as he says, to tread 

Upon her father's skull, 

Sparkle his bndns upon her chariot wheel. 

And wear the sacred tincture of his blood 

Upou her servile shoe? but more than this, 

After his death deny him the due claim 

Of all mortality, a funeral, 

D 
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An earthen sepulelire, tluB» thi8> quoth the oracle> 
Save TuUia, none would do. 

7\fl, Brutu8> no more; least with the eyes of wrath and 
incensM fury. 
We look into thy humour : were not madness 
And folly to thy words a privilege. 
Even in thy last reproof of our proceedings 
Thou had'st pronounc'd thy death. 

Bru, If Tullia will send Brutus abroad for news, and af- 
ter, at his return, not eildure the telling of it ; let Tullia 
either get closer ears, or giet for Brutus a stricter tongue. 

l\il How, sir? 

Bru. God he wi* ye\ [egit. 

Tar. Alas ! 'tis madness, pardon him, not spleen ; 
Nor is it hate, but frenzy. We are pleasM 
To hear the gods propitious to our prayers. 
But whither 's Sextus gone ^ resolve us. Codes ; 
We saw thee in his parting foUow him. 

Hbr. I heard him say, he would straight take his 
horse. 
And to the warlike Gabines, enemies to Rome> and you. 

Tar. Save them we have no opposite. 
Dares the proud boy confederate with our foes ? 
Attend us, lords ; we must new battles wage. 
And with bright arms confront the proud boy's rage. 

[ejpeunt all but Lucrethes, Cifllatine, H&ratiWt V^^ 
lerius, and Sc€evola. 

Har. Had I as many souls as drops of blood 
In these branched veins, as many lives as stars 
Stuck in yon azure roof, and were to die 
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More deaths than I have wasted weary minutes 
To grow to this^ I'd hazard all^ and more. 
To purchase freedom to thus bondagM Rome. 
I'm vex'd to see this virgin conqueress 
Wear shackles in my sight. 
Luc. Oh 1 would my tears 
Would rid great Rome of these prodigious fears ! 

^^r^ Brutus. 

Bru, What, weeping-ripe, Lucretius? possible? now 
lords^ lads, friends, fellows, young madcaps, gallants, and ■ 
old courtly ruffians, all subjects under one tyranny and 
therefore should be partners of one and the same imani- 
mity ! Shall we go single ourselves by two and two, and go 
talk treason ? then 'tis but his yea, and my nay, if we be 
call'd to question : or shall's go Use some violent bustling 
to break through this thorny servitude : or shall we every 
man go sit like a man in desperation, and with Lucretius 
weep at Rome's misery ? now am I for all things, any thing, 
or nothing : I can laugh with Scsevola, weep with this good 
old man, nng oh hone, hone, with Valerius, fret with 
Horatius Codes, be mad like myself, or neutrize with 
CoUatine. Say, what shall's do ? 

Hot. Fret. 

f^al. &ng; 

Lua, Weep. 

Sea. Laugh. 

Bru. Rather let's all be mad 
That Tarquin he still reigneth, Rome's still sad. 

Col. You are madmen all that yield so much to passion. 
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Vou lay yourselves too open to your enemies ; 

That would be glad to pry into your deeds^ 

And catch advantage to ensnare our lives. 

The king's fear, like a shadow, dogs you still. 

Nor can you walk without it : I commend 

Valerius most, and noble Scsevola, 

That what they cannot mend, seem not to mind. 

By my consent let's all wear out our hours 

In harmless sports : hawk, hunt, game, sing, drink, dan^ 

So shall ^ve seem offenceless, and live safe 

In danger's bloody jaws ; where, being humorous. 

Cloudy and curiously inquisitive 

Into the king's proceedings, there arm'd fear 

May search into us, call our deeds to question. 

And so prevent all future expectation 

Of wish'd amendment ; let us stay the time 

Till heaven have made them ripe for just revenge. 

When opportunity is ofFer'd us. 

And then strike home ; till then, do what you please . 

No discontented thought my mind shall seize. 

Bru. 1 am of CoUatine's mind now. Valerius, sing us 4i 
bawdy song, and make us merry : nay it shall be so. 

FaL Brutus shall pardon me. 

Sc€e» The time that should have been seriously spent in 
the State-house, I have learnt securely to spend in a 
wenching house, and now I profess myself any thing but a 
statesman. 

Nor. The more thy vanity. 

Luc, The less thy honour. 

VaL The more his safety, and the less his fear. 
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Sang, — Valerius. 

She tiiat denies me, I would liave ; 
Who craves me, I despise. 

Venus hath power to rule mine heart, 
But not to please mine eyes. 

Temptations offer*d, I still scorn ; 
Deny'd; I cling them slill, 

I'll neither glut mine appetite, 
Nor seels to starve my will. 

Diana, double-cloth'd, offends ; 
So Venus, naked quite ; 

The last begets a surfeit, and 
The other no delight. 

That crafty girl shall please me beslt 
■ That no for yea can say, 

And every wanton willing kiss 
Can season with a nay. 

Bru, We have been mad lords long» now let us be merry 
*^0rd8. Horatius, maufpre thy melancholy, and, Lucretius, 
^ spite of thy sorrow, Jill have a song ; a subject for the 
*tty. 

Har, Great Tarquin's pride, and Tullia's cruelty. 

Bru. Dangerous; no. 

Luc, The tyrannies of the court, and vassalage of the 
<5ty. 

Sea. Neither ; «hall I give the subject ? 

Bru, Do, and let it be of all the pretty wenches in Rome. 

Sea, It shall, it shall ; — shall it, Valerius ? 

f^al. Any thing according to my poor acquaintance and 
little conversance. 
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Bru. Nay» you shaH 8Uy> Horathis ; Lucretius, so sb 
you. He removes himself from the love of firutus, th 
shrinks my -side till we have had a song^ of all the preti 
suburbians : sit round ; when^ ValeriuB ? 

jl^n^.-r-VALERi us . 

Shall I woo the loyely Molly ? 

She's so faU*, so fat, so jolly. 

But she has a trick of fc^. 

Therefore I'll have none of Molly. No ^ no, no, no 

no, no. 
I'll have none of Molly, no, no, no. 
Oh, the cherry lips of Nelly, 
They are red and soft as jelfy. 
But too well she loves her belly. 
Therefore I'll have none of Nelly. No, no, no, &c. 
What say you to bonny Betty, 
Have you seen a lass so pretty ? 
But her body is so sweaty. 
Therefore I'll have none of Betty. No, no, no, &c. 
When I dally wiA my Dolly, ^ 
She is full of melancholy. 
Oh, that wench is pestilent holy. 
Therefore I'll have none of Dolly. No, no, no, &c. 
I could fancy lovely Nanny, 
But she has the loves of many, 
Yet herself she loves not any, 
Therefore I'll have none of Nanny. No, no, &c. 
lu a flax shop I spy'd Rachel, 
Where she her flax and tow did hatchel,* 

* To hatchel — to dress flax« hemp> &c 
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But her cheeks hang like a satchel, 

Therefore I'll have none of Rachel. No, no, &c. 

fn a corner I met Bkldy, 

Her heels were light, her head was giddy. 

She fell down and somewhat did I> 

llierefore I'll have none of Biddy. No, no, &c. 

I. The rest we'll hear within. What offence is there 
8^ Lucretius? what hurt's in this, Horatius ? Is it not 
* to sing yMoL our heads on, than to bleed with our 
off? I ne'er took GoUatine for a politician till now. 
g Valerius, we'll run over all the wenches of Rome, 
the community of lascivious Flora to the chastity of 
i Lucrece : come, good Horatius. [exeunt. 



ACT ni. SCENE I. 

Enter LupRECB, Maid, and Clown. 

N A chair I 

wn. A chair for my lady^ Mistress Mirable^ do you 

3ar my lady calL 

r. Come near, sir; be lesi officious 

ty, and use more attention : 

gentlewoman, we exempt not you 

our discourse; you must afford an ear, 

Jl as he, to what we have to say. 

id, i still remain your hand-maid. 

?. Sirrah, i have seen you oft familiar 

this my maid and waiting gentlewoman. 
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As casting amorous glances, wanton looks, i 

And privy becks savouring incontinence; - 

I let you know you are not for my service 
Unless you grow more civil. 

Cloum. Indeed, madam, for my own part I vnsh Mistress 
Mlrable well, as one fellow servant ought to wish to ano- 
ther ; but to say as that ever I flung any sheeps' eyes in ber 
fiace, — ^how say you. Mistress Mirable, did I ever offer it? 

Luc. Nay, mistress, I have seen you answer him 
M^th gracious looks, and some uncivil smiles. 
Retorting eyes, and giving his demeanor 
Such welcome as becomes not modesty. 
Know henceforth there shall no lascivious phrase. 
Suspicious look, or shadow of incontinence. 
Be entertainM by any that attend on Roman Lucrece. 

Maid, Madam, I i 

Luc. Excuse it not, for my premeditate thought 
Speaks nothing out of rashness, nor vain hearsay. 
But what my own experience testifies 
Against you both ; let then this mild reproof 
Forewarn you of the like ; my reputation. 
Which is held precious in the eyes of Rome, 
Shall be no shelter to the least intent 
Of looseness ; leave all ftimilisuity. 
And quite renounce acquaintance. 
Or I here discharge you both my service. 

Clown. For my own part, madam, as I am a true RomaD 
by nature, though no Roman by my' nose, I never spent 
the least lipdabour on Mistress Mirable, niever so much as 
glanced, never used any winking or pinking, never nodded 
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At her, no, not so much as when I was asleep, never asked 
ber the question so much as what's her name : if you bring 
Any man, woman, or child that can say so much behind my 
hack, as for he did but kiss her ; for I did but kiss her and 
so let her go ; let my Lord Collatine, instead of plucking 
my coat, pluck my skin over my ears and turn me away 
naked, that, wheresoever I shall come, I may be held a raw 
serving man hereafter. 

Luc. Sirrah, you know our mind. 

Chum, If ever I knew what belongs to these cases, or yet 
know what they mean; if ever I us'd any plun dealing, or 
were ever worth such a jewel, would I might die like a beg- 
gar; if ever I were so far read in my gnunmar, as to know 
what an interjection is, or a conjunction copulative, would 
^ might never have good of my qui, qua, quod: why, do you 
^ink, -madam, I have no more cJEire of myself, being but a 
^tripling, than to go to it at these years ? flesh and blood 
^^ftonot endure it ; I shall even spoil one of the best faces 
^11 Rome with crying at your unkindness. 

Luc. I have done : see, if you can spy your lord return- 
ing from the court, and give me notice what strangers he 
brings home with him. 

Enter Collatine, Valerius, Horatius, and Scavola. 

dawn. Yes, I'll go ; but see, kind man, he saves me a 
labour. 

Hor, Come, Valerius, let's hear in our way to the house 
of Collatine, that saying you went late hammering of, con- 
cerning the taverns in Rome. 

f^ai. Only this, Horatius. 
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Song, — Valerius. 
I1ie gentry to the King's Head, 
The nobles to the Crown, 
The knights unto the Golden Fleece, 
And to the Plough the clows. 
The church -man to the Mitre, 
The shepherd to the Star, 
The gardener hies him to the Rose, 
To the Drum the ma|;i of war ; 
To the Feathers, ladies, you ; the Globe 
The sea-man doth not scorn : 
The usurer to the Devil, and- 
The townsman to the Horn. 
The huntsman to the White Hart, 
To the Ship the merchants go. 
But you that do the muses love. 
The Sign called River Po. 
The banquerout to the World's End, 
The fool to the Fortune hie. 
Unto the Mouth the oyster wife. 
The fiddler to the Pie. 
The punk imto the Cockatrice, 
The drunkard to the Vine, 
The beggar to the Bush, then meet, 
And with Duke Humphrey dine. 

CW. Fair Lucrece, I have brought these lords from 
court, to feast with thee : sirrah, prepare us dinner. 

Luc. My lord is welcome, so are all his friends ; 
The news at court, lords. 

Hor. Madam, strange news. 
Prince Sextus by the enemies of Rome 
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^9s nobly lu'd, and made their general. 
«^vioe hath he met his father in the field, 
And foilM him'by the warlike Oabines' aid r 
fiut how hath he rewarded that brave nation, 
That in his great disgrace supported him ; 
I^U tell you. Madam ; he^ unce the last battle, 
Sent to his father a dose messenger 
1^0 be received to grace ; withal demanding 
M^t he should do with those his enemies ? 
Great Tarquin from his son receives this news, 
Bdng walking in his garden : when the messenger 
tn^rtunM him for answer^ the proud king 
Lops with his wand the heads of poppies off 
^d says no more ; with this uncertain answer 
The messenger to Sextus back returns, 
l¥ho questions of his father's words, looks, gesture ; 
He tells him what the haughty speechless king 
Did to the heads of poppies, which bold Sextus 
Straight apprehends, cuts off the great men's heads. 
And having left the Gabines without govern. 
Flies to his father, and this day is welcom'd. 
For this his traiterous service by the king, 
Witlk all due solemn honors, to the court. 

Sat. Courtesy strangely requited ! this none but the son 
of Tarquin would have enterpris'd. 

Fai, I like it, I applaud it ; this will come to somewhat 
in the end : when heaven has cast up his account, some of 
them will be call'd to a hard reckoning. For my part, I 
dreamt last night I went a fishing. 
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Sang» — Valerius. 
Though the weather jangles 
With oiir hooks and our smgles, 
' Our nets be shaken and no fish taken ; 
Though fresh cod and whiting. 
Are not this day biting, , 
Gurnet, nor conger, to salasiy hunger, . 

Yet look to our draught. 
Hale the mtun bowling. 
The seas have left their rolling. 
The waves their huffing, the wl^ds thdr puffing^ ; 
Up to the top-mast, boy. 
And bring us news of joy ; 
Here's no demurring, no fish is stirring, 

Yet something we have caught. 

Col. Leave all to heaven. 

Enter Clown. 

Clown, My lords, the best plumporredge in all Rome 
cools for your honors ; dinner is piping hot upon the table ; 
and if you make not the more haste, you are like to have 
but cold cheer : the cook hath done his part ; and there's 
not a dish on the dresser but he has made it smoke for 
you : if you have good stomachs, and come not in while 
the meat is hot, you'll make hunger and cold meet to- 
gether. 

Col. My man's a rhetorician I can tell you. 
And his conceit is fluent. Enter, lords ; 
You must be Lucrece' guests, 'and she is scant 
In nothing, for such princes must not want. 

[fOfeurU all but Valerius and Clown.^ 
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wm. My Lord Valerius, I have even a suit to your 
ur ; I ha' not the power to part from you, without a 
i, a note, a tone ; We must get an air i)etwixt us. 
r/. Thy meaning ? 
twn. Nothing but this ; — 

John for the king has been in many ballads, 

John for the king down dino ; 

John for the king has eaten many sallads, 

John for the king sings hey ho. 

fl. Thou would'st have a song, would'st thou not ? 
7vn. And be everlastingly bound to your honour ; I 
low forsaking the world and the devil, and somewhat 
ng towards the flesh; if you could but teach me how 
loose a wench fit for my stature and complexion, I 
Id rest yours in all good offices. 
»/. Pll do that for thee : — what's thy name ? 
mm. My name, sir, is Pompey. 
U. Well then, attend. 

Song. — Valeri us. 

Pompey, I will shew thee the way to know 

A dainty dapper wench. 

First see her all bare, let her skin be rare. 

And be tonch'd with no . part of the French : 

Let her looks be clear, and her brows severe. 

Her eye-brows thin and fine : 

But if she be a punk, and love to be drunk. 

Then keep her still from the wine. 

Let her stature be mean, and her body clean. 

Thou can'st not choose but like her : 

But see she have good clothes, with a fair Roman nOse, 

For that's the sign of a striker. 
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Let her legs be small, but not us'd to sprawl. 

Her tongue not too loud nor cocket ;* 

Let her arms be strong, and her fingers long. 

But not us'd to dive in a pocket. 

Let her body be long, and her badL be strong. 

With a soft lip that entangles ; 

With an ivory breast, and her hair well drest. 

Without gold lace or spangles. 

Let her foot be small, clean legg'd withal. 

Her apparel not too gaudy : 

And one that hath not been in any house of sin. 

Nor place that hath been bawdy. 

Clown, But God's me, I am trifling here with you, and: 
dinner cools o' the table, and I am call'd to my attendance. 
Oh, my sweet Lord Valerius ! [eaetnU. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Tarquin, Porsenna, Tulua, Sextus, and Aruns. 

Tar. Next King Porsenna, whom we tender dearly, 
Welcome, young Sextus j thou hast to our yoke 
Suppress'd the neck of a proud nation. 
The warlike Gabines, enemies to Rome. '' 

Sex, It was my duty, royal Emperor, 
The duty of a subject and a son ; 
We, at our mother's intercession likewise. 
Are now aton'd with Aruns, 
Wliom we here receive into our bosom. 

Tul, This is done like a kind brother and a natural sod* 

♦ Pert. 
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^ru. We iaterchauge a royal heart with Sextus^ and 
aft us in your love. 

Tar. Now, King Porsenna, welcome once more to Tar- 
in and to Rome. 

Por, We are proud of your alliance ; Rome is ours, 
id we are Rome's ; this our religious league 
lall be carv'd firm in characters of brass, 
id live for ever to succeeding times. 
Tar. It shall, Porsenna; now this league's establish'd, 
e will proceed in our determined wars, 
) bring the neighbour nations under us ; 
ir purpose is to make young Sextus general 
r all our army ; who hath proved his fortunes, 
ad found them full of favour : we'll begin 
'^ith strong Ardea ; have you given in charge 
Q assemble all our captains, and take muster of our 

strong army ? 
Aru. That business is dispatch'd. 
Sejf. We have likewise sent for all our best commanders 
take charge according to their merit : Lord Valerius, 
ord Brutus, Codes, Mutius Scaevola, 
ud Collatine, to make due preparation for such a gallant 

siege. 
Tar, This day you shall set forward ; Sextus, go, 
jid let us see your army march along 
»efore this king and us, that we may view 
\e puissance of our host, prepared already, 
i^o lay high-rear'd Ardea waste and low. 
Ses. I shall, my liege. 
Tul. Aruns, associate him. 
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Aru. A rival with my brother in his honors. 

[eweunt Aruns and Ses^m 

Tar, Porsenna shall- behold the strength of .Rome> 
And body of the camp, under the charge 
Of two brave princes, to lay hostile siege ' 
Against the strongest city that withstands 
llie all-commanding Tarquin. . . . 

Par. Tis an object to please Porsenna's eye. [^go/i m€9wci, 

Iktl. The host is now upon their march. . 
You from this place may see 
The pride of all the Roman chivalry. 

Sbxtus, Aruns, Brutus, Collatine, Valerius, Scsvola, 
HoRATius, with Soldiers,- drums and cahun, march jmr the 
stage, and congee to the King and Queen, 

Por, This sight*s more pleasing to Pbrsenna*s eye, 
Than all our rich Attalia's* pompous feasts. 
Or sumptuous revels : we are bom a soldier. 
And in our nonage suck'd the milk of war. 
Should any strange fate lower upon this army. 
Or that the merciless gulf of confusion 
Should swallow them, we at our proper charge. 
And from our native confines vow supply 
Of men and arms to make these numbers full. 

> 

Tar. You are our royal brother, and in you 
Tarquin is powerful and mountains his awe. 

7\il, The like Porsenna may command of Rome. 

Por. But we have, in your fresh varieties. 
Feasted too much, and kept ourself too long 
From our own seat ; our prosperous return 

* Porsenna was king of Ethuria. 
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Hath been expected by our lords and peers. 

Tar, The business of our wars thus forwarded. 
We haye best leisure for your entertainment. 
Which now shall want no due solemnity. 

Por, It hath been beyond both expectation 
And merit ; but in sight of heaven I swear 
If ever royal Tarquin shall demand 
Use of our love, 'tis ready stor'd for you. 
Even in our kingly breast. 

7*ar. The like we vow to king Porsenna ; we will yet 
a little 
Enlarge your roy^ welcome with varieties. 
Such as Rome yields ; that done, before we part. 
Of two remote dominions make one heart. 
Set forward then ; our sons wage war abroad. 
To make us peace at home ; we are of ourself 
\^thout supportance ; we all fate defy. 
Aidless and of ouraelf we stand thus high. {eaeuni, 

SCENE ni. 

Two Soldiers tneei as on the watch, 

Ui Sol. Stand, who goes there ? 

2nd Sol. A friend. 

\ii Sol, Stir not, for if thou dost, I'll broach thee straight 
upon this pike. The word ? 

2nd Sol, Porsenna. 

\si Sol, Pass; stay, who walks the round to night, 
The general, or any of his captains ? 

2nd Sol, Horatius hath the charge: the other chieftains 
Rest in the General's tent ; there's no commander 

R 
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Of any note, but revels with the prince ; 
And I amongst the rest am charg'd t* attend 
Upon their rouse. 

Ui Sol. Pass freely ; I this night must stand 
Twixt them and danger *. the time of night ? 

2nd Sol. The clock last told eleven. 

lit Sol. The powers celestial. 
That have took Rome in charge, protect it still I 
Again, good night ; thus must poor soldiers do, 
WhiPst their commanders are with dainties fed 
And sleep on down, the earth must be our bed. {^eofeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

A Banquet prepared. 

Enter Sextus, Aruns, Brutus, Valerius, Horatius, Sc£vola, 

an// COLLATINE. 

Sea?. Sit round : the enemy is pounded fast 
In their own folds, the walls, made to oppugn 
Hostile incursions, become a prison. 
To keep them fast for execution : 
There's no eruption to be fear*d. 

Bru. What shall's do ? Come, a health to the generaPs 
health ; and Valerius, that sits the most civilly, shall begin 
it ; I cannot talk 'till my blood be mingled with this blood 
of grapes. Fill for Valerius; thou should'st drink well, for 
thou hast been in the German wars; if thou lov'st me, 
drink upge/reeza.* 

Sea?. Nay, since Brutus has spoke the word, the firs 

♦ A cant phrase^ borrowed from the Dutch, of frequent occurrence in oui — 
dramatic writers, and used to signify being intoxicated. Its derivation i^«^ 
doubtful, but the most probable interpretation is ** in the Dutch fashion." 
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''^^Ub shall be imposed on you, Valerius : and if ever you 
^ftve been Germaniz'd^ let it be after the Dutch fieishion. 

f^Ql The general ifkay command. 

Bru, He may ; why else is he call'd the commander ? 

Sex. We will intreat Valerius. 

AW. Since you will needs enforce a high German health, 
look well to your heads, for I come upon you with this 
£htch tassaker :* if you were of a more noble science than 
ycu are, it will go near to break your heads round. 

A Dutch Song, t 
O mork giff men ein man, 
Skerry merry vip, 
O morke giff men ein man 
Skerry merry vap, 
O morke giff men ein man, 
That tik die ten long o drievan ean. 
Skerry merry vip, and skerry merry vap. 
And skerry merry runke ede bwik, 
£de hoore was a hsd dedle downe 
Dedle druuke a : 
Skerry merry runke ede bunk, ede hoore was drunk a. 

daughter yeis in alto kleeue. 

Skerry merry vip, 

daughter yeis in alto kleene, 

Skerry merry vap, 

daughter yeis in alto kleene, 

Ye molten slop, ein yert a leene 

* 13uMk«r, is perhaps usod here to signify a cup or goblet, ftom the word 

tThit Ani^Dutch jargon would not be worth a translation if it were less 
'"><«%hletlHmiti8. 
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Skerry merry vip, and skerry merry vap. 

And skerry merry runk ede bunk, 

Rde hoore was a hey dedle downe 

Dedle drunk a : 

Skerry merry, runke ede bunk ede hoore was drunk a. 

Seof, Grammercies ! Valerius, came this high (German 
health as double as his double ruff, Pd pledge it. 

Bru, Were it Lubeck, or double double beer, their 
own natural liquor, I'd pledge it, were it as deep as his 
ruff: let the health go round about the board, as his band 
goes round about his neck. I am no more afraid of this 
Dutch fashion, than I should be of the heathenish inven- 
tion. 

Col, I must entreat you spare me, for my bndn brooks 
not the fumes of wine i their vaporous strength offends me 
much. 

Hor, I would have none spare me, for I'll spare none. 
CoUatine will pledge no health unless it be to his Lucrece. 

Seo^, Whaf s Lucrece but a woman? and what are women 
But tortures and disturbance unto men ? 
If they be foul they're odious, and if fair. 
They're like rich vessels full of poisonous drugs. 
Or like black serpents arm'd with golden 8<^e8 : 
For my own part they shall not trouble me. 

Bru, Sextus, sit fast, for I proclaim myself a woman's 
champion, and shall unhorse thee else. 

Fal, For my own part I'm a married man, and 111 speak 
to my wife to thank thee, Brutus. 

Aru, I have a wife too, and I think the most virtuous 
lady in the world. 
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Seof, I cannot say but that I have a good wife tod, and I 
loye her ; but if she were in heaven, beshrew me if I would 
wish her so much hurt as to desire her company upon earth 
again ; yet, upon my honour, though she be not very fcur, 
she is exceeding honest. 

Bru, Nay, the less beauty, the less temptation to despoil 
her honesty. 

Scm. I should be angry with him, that should make ques- 
tion of her honour. 

Bru, And I angry with thee, if thou should'st not main- 
tain her honour. 

Arui If you compare the virtues of your wives, let me 
step in for mine. 

€oLl should wrong my Lucrece not to stand for her; 

Sex* Ha, ha, all ci^tains. 
And stand upon the honesty of your wives ; 
Is't possible, think you, that women of young spirit 
And Ml age^ of fluent wit, that can both sing and dance. 
Read, write, such as feed well and taste choice cates. 
That straight dissolve to purity of blood. 
That keep the veins full, and inflame the appetite. 
Making the spirit able, strong, and prone. 
Can such as these, their husbands being away. 
Employed in foreign sieges, or elsewhere. 
Deny such as importune them at home ? * 

Tell me that flax will not be touchM with fire. 
Nor they be won to what they most desire ? 

Bru. Shall I end this controversy in a word ? 

Sew. Do, good Brutus. 

Bru, I hold some holy, but some apt to sin ; 
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Some tractable, but somo that none can win ; 
iiuch as are virtuous, ^old nor wealth can move ; 
Some vicious of themselves. are prone to love. 
Some grapes are sweet, and in, the garden grow. 
Others, unprun'd, turn wild, neglected so. 
jThe purest ore contains both gold aod dross. 
The one all gain, the other nought but loss : 
The onedisgxiusey reproach, i^nd scandal taints. 
The others angels and sweet featur'd saints. 

Col, Such is my victuou;^ jL^iUcrece- 

Aru, Yet she for virtue not comparable to the wife of 
Aruns? 

Sc€e. And why may not mine be rauk'd with the most 
virtuous? 

Hor. I would put in for a lot, but a. thoijLsand to one I 
shall draw but a blank. 

VaL I should not shew I lov'd niy wife, not to take her 
part in her absence : I hold her inferior to none. 

Aru. Save mine. 

Fal, No, not to her. 

Bru, Oh, this were a brave controversy for a jury of wo- 
men to arbitrate 1 

Col. I'll hazard all my fortunes on the virtues 
Of divine Lucrece : shall we try them thus? 
It is now dead of night ; let's jtnount Qur steeds ; 
Within this two hours we may reach to Rome, 
And to our houses ; all come. unprepared. 
And unexpected by our high prais'd wives ;^^ 
She of them all that vvc find best employed. 
Devoted, and most housewife-exercis'd. 
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Let her be held most virtuous, and her husband 
Win by the wager a rich horse and armour. 

Aru. A hand oa that. 

yal. Here's a helping hand to that bargain. 

Hot, But shall we to horse without circumstance? 

Sc€e. Scsevola will be mounted with the first, 

Seof. Then mount cheval. Brutus, this night take you 
the charge of the army; PU see the trial of this/ivager: 
'twould do me good to see some of them find their wives in 
the arms of their lovers, they are so confident in their vir<p 
tues. Brutus, we'll interchange : good night! be thou but 
as provident over the army as we, if our horses fail not, 
expeditious in our journey : to horse, to horse. 

All, Farewell, good Brutus. [eweunt. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Lucrece and her two Maids. 

Luc. But one hour more and you shall all to rest : 
Now that your lord is absent from this house. 
And that the master's eye is from his charge. 
We must be careful, and with providence 
Guide his domestic business ; we have now 
Given o'er all feasting, and left revelling. 
Which ill beconies the house whose lord is absent. 
We banish all excess till his return. 
In fear of whom my soul doth daily mourn. 

\st. Maid. Madam, so please you, to repose yourself 
Within your chamber ; leave us to our tasks. 
We will not loiter, though you take your rest. 
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Luc. Not SO, you shall not overwatch yourselves 
Longer than I wake with you ; for it fits 
Good housewives, when their husbands are from home. 
To eye their servants' labours, and in care 
And the true manage of his household state. 
Earliest to rise, and to be up most late. 
Since all his business he commits to me, 
III be his faithful steward till the camp 
Dissolve, and he return : thus wives should do ; 
In absence of their lords be husbands too. 

2nd, Maid. Madam, the lord Tumus his man was thrice 
for you here, to have entreated you home to supper: he 
says, his lord takes it unkindly he could not have yoor 
company. 

Luc. To please a loving husband, Pll offend 
The love and patience of my dearest friend : 
Methinks his purpose was unreasonable. 
To draw me in my husband's absence forth 
To feast and banquet : 'twould have ill become me. 
To have left the charge of such a spacious house 
Without both lord and mistress : 
I am opinion'd thus : wives should not stray 
Out of their doors, their husbands being away : 
Lord Tumus, excuse me. 

Ut. Maid, Pray, madam, set me right into my work. 

Luc. Being abroad, I may forget the charge 
Impos'd me by my lord, or be compelled 
To stay out late ; which, were my husband here. 
Might be without distaste ; but he from hence. 
With late abroad, there can no excuse dispense. 
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Here, take your work agtdn, a while proceed , 
And then to bed, for whilst you sew Pll read. 

Enter Sextus, Aruns, Valerius, Collatine, Horatius, 

and SciEvoLA. 

Am, I would have hazarded all my hopes, my wife had 
not been so late a revelling. 

Val, Nor mine at this time of night a gambling. 

Hot. They wear so much cork under their heels they 
cannot chuse but love to caper. 

Sc€B, Nothing does me good, but that if my wife were 
watching, all theirs were wantoning, and if I have lost, 
none can brag of their winnings. 

Sew, Now, Collatine, to yours ; either Lucrece must be 
better employ'd than the rest, or you content to have her 
virtues rank'd with the rest. 

CoL I am pleas'd. 

Hot, Soft, soft, let's steal upon her as upon the rest, lest 
having some watch-word at our arrival, we may give her 
notice to be better prepar d : nay, by your leave, Collatine, 
well limit you no advantage. 

Col. See, lords, thus Lucrece revels with her muds ; in- 
stead of riot, quaffing, and the practice of high lavoltoes 
to the ravishing sound of chambering music, she, like a 
good housewife, is teaching of h^ servants sundry chares. * 
Lucrece ? 

Luc, My lord and husband, welcome, ten times welcome. 
Is it to see your Lucrece you thus late 
Have with your person's hazard left the camp, 

• Chare t work. 
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And trusted to the danger of a night so dark, and full of 
horror ? 

Aru, Lords, all's lost. 

Hor, By Jove Pll buy my wife a wheel, and make her 
spin for this trick. 

Sc€e. If I make not mine learn to live by the prick of her 
needle for this, I'm no Roman. 

Col. Sweet wife, salute these lords ; thy continence hath 
won thy husband a Barbary horse and a rich coat of 
arms. 

Luc. O pardon me ; the joy to see my lord. 
Took from me all respect of their degrees. 
The richest entertainment lives ^vith us. 
According to the hour and the provision 
Of a poor wife in the absence of her husband. 
We prostrate to you ; howsoever mean. 
We thus excuse't ; Lord Collatine's aviray ; 
We neither feast, dance, quaff, riot, nor play. 

Sex. If one woman^ among so many bad, may be found 
good ; if a white wench may prove a black swan, it is 
Lucrece ; her beauty hath relation to her virtue, and her 
virtue correspondent to her beauty, and in both she is 
matchless. 

Col. Lords, will you yield the wager ? 

Aru, Stay, the wager was as well which of our wives was 
fairest too ; it stretched as well to their beauty as to their 
continence ; who shall judge that ? 

Hor, That can none of us, because we are aH'parties ; let 
Prince Sextus determine it who hath been with us, and 
been an eye witness of their beauties. 
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VaL Agreed. 

Sc^e, I am pleas'd with the censure of Prince Sextus. 

^ru. So are we all. 

Vol, I <^ommit my Lucrece wholly to the dispose of 
Sextus, 

Sew. And Sextus commits him wholly to the dispose of 
Lucrece. 
I love the lady and her grace desire. 
Nor can my love wrong what my thoughts admire. 
Aruns, no question but your wife is chaste. 
And thrifty, but this lady knows no waste. 
Valerius, yours is modest, something fair. 
Her grace and beauty are without compare ; 
Thine, Mutius, well disposed, and of good feature. 
But the world yields not so divine a creature ; 
Horatius, thine a smug lass and grac*d well. 
But amongst all, fair Lucrece doth excel. 
Then our impartial heart and judging eyes. 
This verdict gives, fair Lucrece wins the prize. 

Col, Then, lords, you are indebted to me a horse and ar- 
mour. 

^11, We yield it. 

Luc, Will you taste such welcome, lords, as a poor un- 
provided house can yield i 

Sew, Grammercy, Lucrece, no ; we niust this night sleep 
by Ardea's walls. 

Luc, But, my lords, I hope my Collatine will not so 
leave his Lucrece. 

Sew, He must ; we have but idled from the camp, to try 
a merry wager about their wives $ and this at the hazard of 
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the king^'s displeasure, should any man be missh^ from 
charge : the powers that govern Rome make divine £ 
crece for ever happy. Good night. 

Sc€B. But, Valerius, what thinkest thou of the couc 
girls from whence we came, compared with our city w^ 
whom we this night have try'd ? 

FaL Scaevola, thou shalt hear. 

Song, — ^Valeri us . 

O yes, room for the cryer. 
Who never yet was found a liar. 

O ye fine smug comitry lasses. 
That would for brooks change crystal glasses, 
, And be transhap'd from foot to crown. 
And straw beds change for beds of down ; 
Your partlets* turn into rebatoes,t 
And 'stead of carrots eat potatoes ; 
Your frontlets lay by, and your rsdls,^ 
And fringe with gold your daggl'd tidls. 
Now your hawk-noses shall have hoods 
And billements§ with golden studs : 
Straw hats shall be no more bangraces|| 
From the bright sun to hide your foces. 
For hempen smocks to help the itch, 
^ave linen sewed with silver stitch ; 
And wheresoe'er they chance to stride. 
One bare before to be their guide. 

O yes, room for the cryer. 

Who never yet was found a liar. 

* Ruffs, t Falling collars. % Cloaks, or loose gowns. § Habiliments. 
R Projecting Ixmnets to defend the complexion. 
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. Will not my husband repose this night with me i 
. Lucrece shall pardon him, we have took our leaves 

wives ; nor shall CoUatine be before us though our 
in other things come behind you. 

I must be swayed: the joys and the delights of 
:housand nights meet all in one to make my Lucrece 

I am bound to your strict wiU ; to each, good night ! 

To horse, to horse ! Lucrece, we cannot rest, 
ir hot lust embosom in thy breast. [aside, 

[exeunt all but Lucrece, 
, With no unkindness we should our lords upbraid, 
ads and kings must always be obey'd. 
ig save the high business of the state, 
le charge given him at Ardea's siege, 
have made CoUatine so much digress 
the affection that he bears his wife ; 
bjects must excuse when kings claim power, 
mng this, before the charm of sleep 
vith his downy wings upon my eyes, 
go take account among my servants 
ir day's task ; we must not cherish sloth: 
retous thought makes me thus provident, 
shun idleness, which, wise men say, 

rank lust, and virtue beats away. [eiPtt, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Enter SfiXTus, Aruna, HoRMFtu^i Bmrros, Sosvolav 

COLLATIKB, andVALXRiVB, 

» 

Hor, Return to Rome now we are in the midway to the 
camp? 

Sew, My lord, His bus'ness that concerns my life. 
To-morrow, if we live, well visit thee. 

FaL Will Sextus enjoin me to accompany him ? 

SccB, Or me ? 

Se:^. Nor you, nor any ; 'tis important businegs 
And serioiis occuir^iees that call me. 
Perhaps, lordft^ Ili cQinm^id yon tp your wives. 
Collatine, shaU I do you any service to your Lucrece ? 

CoL Only commend me. 

Sex. What ! no private token to purchase our Vmd 
welcome ? 

Col, Would royal Sextiis would but honour me to bear 
her a slight token. 

Sex. What? 

Col. This ring. 

Sex. As I am royal I will see't delivered. 
This ring to Lucrece shall my love convey, [aside. 

And in this gift thou dost thy bed betray. 
To-morrow we shall meet 5 this night, sweet fate. 
May I prove welcome thougli a guest ingrate ! [exit' 

Aru, He's for the city, we for the camp; the night 
makes the way tedious and melancholy ; pr'ythee a merry 
song to beguile it. 
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Tl^re WM a yovng man sod a maid fell in love, 

Terry dery ding, terry dery ding, terry terry dino. 

To ffiethet good will lie often did 

Terry dery ding, terry dery ding, langtido dille ; 

There's many will say, and most will allow, terry dery, ftc. 

There's noting so good as a terry dery dery, &c. 

I wonld wish ail maids before they be siclL, terry dery, &c. 

Tb enquire for a young man that has a good terry dery, &c. 

Sc^. Nay, my Lord, I heard them all have a conceit of 
an Englishman; a strange people in the western islands, 
one that for his variety in haibit, hnmonr, and gesture, pats 
down all other nations whataoever; a little of that if you 
love me. 

f^al. Well, Scsevola, you shall. 

S&ng. — Valerius. 

Hie Spaniard loves his ancient slop, 
The Lombard his Venetian, 
And some like breechless women go, 
The Russ, Turk, Jew, and Grecian : 
The thrifty Frenchman wears small waist, 
The Dutch his belly boasteth. 
Hie Englishman b for them all. 
And f6r each fashion coasteth. 

The Turk in linen wraps his head, 
The Persian his in lawn too. 
Hie Russ with sables furs his cap, 
And change will not be drawn to : 
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The Spaniard's constant to his block, 
llie French inconstant ever, . /^ 
But of all felts that can be felt. 
Give me your E^nglish beaver. 

The German loves his coney-wool. 

The Iridhmau his shag too. 

The Welch his Monmouth loves to wear. 

And of the same will brag too. 

Some love the rough, and some the smooth, 

Some great, and others small things ; 

But, oh, your lecherous Englishman, 

He loves to deal in all things. 

The Russ drinks quass ; Dutch, Lubeck be^r. 

And that is strong, and mighty ; 

The Briton he metheglin quaffs. 

The Irish aqua vitse ; 

The French affects the Orleans* grape. 

The Spaniard tastes his sherry. 

The English none of these can 'scape. 

But he with all makes merry. 

The Italian in her high chopine, 
Scotch lass, and lovely Frow too. 
The Spanish Donna, French Madam, 
He will not fear to go to ; 
Nothing so full of hazai'd dread. 
Nought Uvea above the centre. 
No fashion, health, no wine, nor wench. 
On which he dare not venture. 

Hor, Good Valerius, this has brought us even to the 
skirts of the camp : enter, lords. \exew>^' 
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SC£X£ n. 



Lmc. This img^. ay loi^falkop^dtke gates to fM; 
For dioogk I kmom ^jom far a nival piiaee» 
tf y sovoeigii's sob, aad friad to Cdlatue, 
^tiuMrt ^at key job had MH-oiter'd Wre. 
Acre fights ! aad see a baB<|oet stiaigkt piovklBd ; 
iy loye to my dear kuband skafl ifpear 
D the kind wdeome tihat I give kb finend. 

Sex, Not lofe-ttdL, but lo¥e4ii]iatic, knfe-mad : 

am all fire, impatieaeey and my Uood 

k>ils in my keait, with loose and sensual dioogkts. 

Luc. A chair for tke prince ! may't please yonr highness 
it? 

Sea. Madam, with yoo. 

Luc, It wiU become the wife of Gcdlatine to wait \iupou 
our trencher. 

Ses. You shall sit : behind us at the camp we left our 

state ; 
l^e're but your ^est ; indeed, you shall not wait ; — 
[er modesty hath such strong power o'er me, 
jid such a reverence hath fate ^ven her brow, 
"hat it appears a kind of blasphemy, 
^ve any wanton word harsh in her. ears, 
cannot woo, and yet I love 'bore measure ; 
[Is force, not suit, must purchase this rich treasure. 

[atide, 

Luc. Your highness cannot taste such homely cates. 
Seof. Indeed I cannot feed but on thy face ; 

F 
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Thou art the banquet that my thoughts embrace. [aside. 

Luc. K4CW you, my lord, what free and zealous welcome 
We tender you, your highness would presume 
Upon your entertainment : oft, and many times, 
I have heard my husband speak of Sextus' valour. 
Extol your worth, praise your perfection. 
Aye, dote upon your valour, and your friendship prize 
Next his Lucrece. 

Sea^. Oh impious lust, in all things base, respectless, and 
unjust ! 
Thy virtue, grace, and fame I must enjoy. 
Though in the purchase I all Rome destroy. [aside ^ 

Madam, if I be welcome, 
As your virtue bids me presume I am. 
Carouse to me a health unto your husband. 

Lfuc. A woman's draught, my lord, to CoUatinc. 

Sea^, Nay, you must drink off all. 

Luc. Your grace must pardon the tender weakness 
Of a woman's brain. 

Sea?. It is to Collatine. 

Luc, Methinks 'twould ill become the modesty 
Of any Roman lady to carouse. 
And drown her virtues in the juice of grapes. 
How can I shew my love unto my husband 
To do his wife such wrong ? by too much wine 
I might neglect the charge of this great house. 
Left solely to my keep ; else my example 
Might in my servants breed encouragement 
So to offend, both which were pardonless ; 
Else to your grace I might neglect my duty. 
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-And slack obeisance to so great a guest : 
^VU which being acddental unto wine, 
O let me not so wrong my CoUatine. 

Seof, We excuse you : — ^her perfections like a torrent 
With violence breaks upon me^ and at once 
Inverts and swallows all that's good in me. 
Preposterous fates ! what mischiefs you involve 
Upon a cutiff prince, left to the fury 
Of all grand mischief? hath the grandame world 
Yet mother'd* such a strange abortive wonder. 
That from her virtues should arise my sin? 
I am worse than what's most ill, deprived all reason. 
My heart all fiery lust, my soul all treason. [aside, 

Luc, My lord, I fear your health, your changing brow 
Hath shewn so much disturbance : noble Sextus, 
Hath not your venfrous travel from the camp. 
Nor the moist rawness of this humorous night, 
Impair'd your health ? 

Se:v, Divinest Lucrece, no : I cannot eat. 

Luc, To rest then; 
A rank of torches there attend the prince ! 

Seof, Madam, I doubt I am a guest, this night. 
Too troublesome, and I offend your rest. 

Luc, This ring speaks for me, that, next CoUatine, 
You are to me most welcome; yet, my lord. 
Thus much presume, without this from his hand, 
Sextus this night could not have enter'd here : 
N09 not the king himself; 
My doors the day time to my friends are free, 

* Smother'd ; in the former editions. 
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• 

But in the night the obdure gates are less kind ; 
Without this ring they can no entrance find. ' 
Lights for the prince ! 

Sex, A kiss, and so good night ; nay, for your ring's 
sake, deny not that. 

Luc. Jove give your highness soft and sweet repose ! 

Sex. And thee the like, with soft and sweet content ! 
My vows are fix'd, my thoughts on mischief bent, [aside, 

[emt with torches. 

Luc, Tis late; .so many stars shine in this room, 
By reason of this great and princely guest. 
The world might call our modesty in question. 
To revel thus, our husband at the camp ; 
Haste, and to rest ; . save in the prince- s chamber. 
Let not a light appear: my heart's all sadness. 
Jove ! unto thy protection I commit 
My chastity and honour, to tHy keep 
My waking soul I give, whilst my thoughts sleep. 

[eofit, with attendants. 

SCENE in. 

Enter Ci^oyvn and, a Serving Man. 

Clown, Soft, soft, not too loud ; imagine we were now 
going on the ropes with eggs on our heels; he that hath 
but a creaking shoe I would he had a creak in his neck: 
tread not too hard for disturbing Prince Sextus. 

Ser. I wonder the prince would have none of us stay in 
his chamber and help him to bed. 

Clown, What an ass art thou to wonder ! there may be 
many causes : thou know'st the prince is a soldier, and sol- 



THE RAPE OF LUCRECE. 67 

diers many time want shift: who can say whether he Uaye 
a clean shirt on or no ? for any thing that we know he hath 
us'd staves-acre,* or hath ta'en a medicine to kill the itch ; 
what's that to lis ? we did our duty to proffer ourselves. 

Ser, And what should we enter farther into his thoughts ? 
come, shall's to bed ? I'm as drowsy as a dormouse, and 
my head is as heavy as though I had a night-cap of lead on. 
Clown, And my eyes begin to glue themselves together i 
I was, till supper was done, altogether for your repast, and 
now, after supper, I am only for. your repose : I think, for 
the two virtues of eating and sleeping, there's never a 
Roman spirit under the cope of heaven can put me down. 

Enter Mirablb. 

Mir, For shame ! what a conjuring and catter-wawling 
keep you here, that my lady cannot sleep : you shall have 
her call by and by, and send you all to bedmth a witness. 

Clown, Sweet Mistress Mirable, we are going. 

Mir, You are too loud ; come, every man dispose him to 
his rest, and I'll to mine. 

Ser, Out with your torches. 

Clown. Come then, and every man sneak into his kennel. 

[eofeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Sextus, with his sword drawn ^ and a taper lighted, 

Se^, Night, be as secret as thou art close, as close 
As thou art black and dark ! thou ominous queen 
Of tenebrous silence, make this fatal hour 
As true to rape, as thou hast made it kind 

* The herb larkspur. 
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To murder, and harsh mischief I Cynthia, mask thy cheek. 

And all you sparkling elemental fires, 

Choak up your beauties in prodigious fogs. 

Or be extinct in some thick vaporous clouds. 

Lest ye b<ihold my practice ! I am bound 

Upon a black adventure, on a deed 

That must wound virtue, and make beauty bleed. 

Pause, SextuB, and before^ thou run'st thyself 

Into this violent danger, weigh thy sin : 

Thou art yet free, belov'd, gracM in the camp ; 

Of gveat opinion and undoubted hope ; 

Rome's darling in the universal grace. 

Both of the field, and senate, where these fortunes 

Do make thee great in both :* back ! yet thy fame 

Is free from hazard, and thy style from shame. 

O fate ! thou hast usurped such power o'er man. 

That where thou plead'st thy will, no mortal can. 

On then black mischief, hurry me the way ! 

Myself I must destroy, her life betray. 

The hatef of king and subject, the displeasure 

Of prince and people, the revenge of noble. 

And contempt of base ; the incurr'd vengeance 

Of my wrong'd kinsman Collatine, the treason 

Against divin'st Lucrece ; all these total curses 

Foreseen, not fear'd, upon one Sextus meet. 

To make my days harsh, so this night be sweet. 

* In the quartos, this and the preceding line stand thus : 

" Both of the field and %nate ; were these fortunes 
To make thcc great in both/' Sec 
t lb — State. 
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^0 jar of clock, no ominous hateful howl 

Of any starting hound, no horse-cough breath'd from the 

entrails 
Of any drowsy groom, wakes thia charmM silence. 
And starts this general slumber ; forward still, 

[Luorec0 discovered in her bed. 
To make thy lust li?e, all thy virtues kill. 
Here, here, behold ! beneath these curtains lies 
That bright enchantress that hath daz'd my eyes. 
Oh, who but Sextus could commit such waste 
On one so fair, so kind, so truly chaste ? 
Or like a ravisher thus rudely stand. 
To offend this face, this brow, this lip, this hand ? 
Or at such fatal hours these revek keep. 
With thought once to defile thy innocent sleep ? 
Save in this breast such thoughts could find no place. 
Or pay, with treason, her hospitable grace ; 
But I am lust-burnt all, bent on what's bad ; 
That, which should calm good thought, makes Tarquin 

mad. 
Madam I Lucrecei 

Luc. Whose that ? oh me ! beshrew you. 

Sear, Sweet, 'tis I. 

Luc, What I ? 

Sea. Make room. 

Luc. My husband Collatine ? 

SeJF. Thy husband's at the camp. 

Luc. Here is no place for any man save him. 

Sea, Grant me that grace. 

Luc. What are you ? 
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Sew. Tarquin and thy friend, and must enjoy diee. 

Luc, Heaven such sins defend ! 

Senf, Why do you tremble, lady } cease this fear ; 
I am alone ; there's no suspidous ear 
, That can betray this deed : nay, start not, sweet. 

Luc, Dream I« or am I fiill awake ? oh no I 
I know I dream to see Prince Sextus so. 
Sweet lord, awake me, rid me from this, terror : 
I know you for a prince, a gentleman. 
Royal and honest, one that loves iny lord. 
And would not wrack a woman's ehastity 
For Rome's imperial diadem : oh then 
Pardon this dream 1 for being awake, I know 
Prince Sextus, Rome's great hope, would not for. shame 
Havock his own worth, or. despoil my fame. • 

Sew, Pm bent on boUi; my thoughts are all on fire ; 
Choose thee, thou must embrace death, or desire. 
Yet do I love thee ; wilt thou accept it ? 

Luc. No. . 

Sew. If not thy love, thou must enjoy thy foe. 
Where fair means cannot, force shall make my way : 
By Jove, I must enjoy thee. 

Luc. Sweet lord, stay. 

Sew. Fm all impatience, violence, and rage. 
And save thy bed, nought can this fire assuage : 
Wilt love me ? 

Luc. No, I cannot. 

Sew. Tell me why ? 

Luc. Hate me, and in that hate first let me die. 

Sew. By Jove, I'll force thee. 
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Luc, By a god you swear 
To do a devil's deed ; sweet lord, forbear. 
By the sune Jove I swear, that made this soul, . 
Never to yield unto an act so foul. 
Help! help! 

Sew^ These pillows first shall stop thy breath. 
If thou but shriekest ; hark ! how Pll frame thy death. 

Luc, For death I care not, so I keep unstun'd 
The uncraz'd honour I have yet maintained. 

Seae, Thou canst keep neither, for if thou but squeak'st. 
Or let'st the least harsh noise jar in my ear, 
I'll broach thee on my steel; that done, straight murder 
One of thy basest grooms, and lay you both 
Grasp'd arm in arm on thy adulterate bed. 
Then call in witness of that mechaU* sin : 
So shalt thou die, thy death be scandalous. 
Thy name be odious, thy suspected body 
Denyed all funeral rites, and loving CoUatine 
Shall hate thee even in death : then save all this. 
And to thy fortunes add another friend. 
Give thy fears comfort, and these torments end. 

Luc, I'll die first; and yet hear me, as you're noble • ' 
If all your goodness and best generous thoughts 
Be not exil'd your heart, pity, oh pity 
The virtues of a woman ! mar not that 
Cannot be made again : this once defil'd. 
Not all the ocean waves can purify 
Or wash my stain away ; you seek to soil 

* ProbaUy derived from the Fr<»idi word mechant, wicked. 
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That which the radiant splendor of the sun 
Cannot make bright a^ni; behold my tears^ 
Oh think them pearl'd drops, distilled from the heart 
Of soul-chaste Lucrece ; think them orators. 
To plead the cause of absent Collatine, your friend and 
kinsman. 

Sew. Tush, I am obdUre. 

Luc. Then make my nitme foul, keep iny body pure. 
Oh, prince of princes, do but weigh your sin : 
Think how much I shall lose, how small you win. 
I lose the honour of my name and blood. 
Loss Rome's imperial crown cannot make good. 
You win the worid's diame and all good men's hate ; 
Oh 1 would you pleasure buy at such dear rate } 
Nor can you term it pleasure, for what is sweet. 
Where force and hate, jar and contention meet } 
Weigh but for what 'tid that you urge me still. 
To gain a woman's love against her will ? 
You'll but repent such wrong done a chaste wife. 
And think that labour's not worth all your strife ; 
Curse your hot lust, and say you've wrong'd your friends, 
But all the world cannot make me amends : 
I took you for a friend, ^vrong not my trust. 
But let these chaste tears quench your fiery lust. 

Sew. No, those moist tears contending with my fire. 
Quench not my heat but make it climb much higher ; 
I'll drag thee hence. 

Luc. Oh ! 

Sew, If thou raise these cries, lodg'd in thy slaughtered 
Arms some base groom dies. 
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And Rome that hath admir'd thy name so long 
Shall blot thy death with scandal from my tongue. 

Luc. Jove guard my innocence ! 

Sex» Lucrece, thou art mine^ 
In spite of Jove and all the powers divine. 

\he bears her out. 

scene' V. 

Enter a Serving Man. 

Ser. What's o'clock, trow ? my lord bad me be early rea- • 
dy with my gelding, for he would ride betimes in the morti- 
ing : now had I rather be up an hour before my time than - 
a minute after, for my lord will be so infinite angry if I ' 
but oversleep myself a moment, that I had better be out of 
my life than in his displeasure ; but soft, some of my lord^ 
GoUatine's men lie in the next chamber, I care not if <>I ' 
call them up, for it ^ows towards day : what ! Pompey,' 
Pompey ? 

Clown, [within.'] Who is that calls? 

Enter Clown. 

Ser. TiBh 

Clown. Who's that? my lord Sextus his man? what a 
pox make you up before day ? 

Ser. I would have the key of the gate to come at my 
lord's horse in the stable. 

Clown. I would my lord Sextus and you were both in the 
hay-loft, for Pompey can take none of his natural rest a- 
mong you; here's e'en ostler rise and give my horse 
another peck of hay. 

Ser. Nay, good Pompey, help me to the key of the stable. 
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Clown. Well, Pompey was boni to do Rome good in be^ 
ing 80 kind to the young prince's gelding ; but if for my 
kindness in giving him peas and oats- he should kick me, I 
should scarce say, God a mercy horse! but come. 111 go 
with thee to the stable. [exeuni' 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Sextus and Lucrece unready. 

Seof. Nay, weep not, sweet ; what's done is past recall : 
Call not thy name in question :' by this sorrow. 
Which is yet without blemish, what hath past 
Is hid from the world's eye, and only private 
'Twixt us ; fair Lucrece ! pull' not on my head 
The wrath of Rome ^; -If I have done thee wrong. 
Love was the cause; thy fame is withbut blot. 
And thou in Sextus hast a true friend got. 
Nay, sweet, look up, thou only hast my heart : 
I must be gone, Lucrece, a kis^, and part. 

Luc. Oh! {she flings from him and exit- 

Sex. No? peevish dame, fareweU, then ! be the bruiter 
Of thy own shame, which Tarquin would conceal ; 
I am arm'd 'gainst all can come ; let mischief frown, 
With all his terror ; arm'd with ominous fate. 
To all their spleens a welcome I'll afford. 
With this bold heart, strong hand, and my good sword. 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Brutus, Valerius, Horatius, Aruns, Scjevola, fl«rf 

COLLATINE. 

Bru. \Vhat, so early, Valerius, and your voice not up 
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yet ? thou wast wout to be my lark, and raise me with ihy 
early, notes. 

Val. I was never so hard set yet, my lord, but I hade^yj^ 
a fit of mirth for my Mend. 

Bru. Pr'ythee, let's hear it then, while, iy6 .^^f ^^ ^ 
divine, thy music and my madness are .both short liv'd^ 
we shall have somewhat else to do ere long, we hope, Va- 
lerius. 

Hor, Jove send it! ' 



Song, — ^Valerius. 

T 

Pack clouds away, and welcome day, 

With night we banish sorrow ; . 

Sweet air blow soft, mount lark aloft. 

To give my love good morrow. 

Wings from the wind, to please her mind^ 

Notes from the lark I'll borrow ; 

Bird, prune thy wing, nightingale sing. 

To give my love good morrow. 

To give my love good morrow. 

Notes from them all 1*11 borrow*. ^ -"^ 



Wake from thy nest, robin red-breast. 
Sing, birds, in. every furrow ; 
And from each bill, let music shrill 
Give my fair love good morrow. 
Blackbird and thrush, in every bush, 
Stare, linnet, and cock -sparrow. 
You pretty elves, amongst yourselves, 
Sing my fair love good morrow. 
To give my love good morrow, 
Sing, birds, in every furrow. 



A it 



,i .ii 
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Bru. Methinks, our wars go not well forwards, Horatius ; 
we have greater enemies to bustle with than the Ardeans, 
if we durst but front them. 

Hor. Would it were come to fronting I 

Bru, Tlien we married men should have the advantage 
of the bachelors, Horatius, especially such as have reveling 
wives, those that can caper in the city, while their husbands 
are in the camp. Collatine, why are you so sad? the 
thought of this should not trouble you, having a Lncrece 
to your bedfellow. 

Col, My lord, I know no cause of discontent, yet cannot 
I be merry. 

Sea, Come, come, make him merry, let's have a song 
in praise of his Lucrece. 

Val, Content. 

Song — Valerius. 

On two white columns arch'd she stands. 

Some snow would think them sure ; 
Some chrystal, others lillies stript, 

But none of those so pure. 

This beauty when 1 contemplate. 

What riches I behold, 
*Tis roof d within with virtuous thoughts. 

Without 'tis thatch'd with gold. 

Two doors there are to enter at. 

The one I'll not enquire, 
Because conceal'd, the other seen. 

Whose sight inflames desire. 
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Whether the porch be coral clear. 

Or with rich crimson lin'd, 
Or rose-leaves, lasting all the year. 

It is not yet divin'd. 

Her eyes not made of purest glass. 

Or chrystal, but transpareth ; 
The life of diamonds they surpasi^ 

Their very sight ensnareth. 

That which without we rough-cast call, 

To stand 'gainst wind and weather. 
For it*s rare beauty equals all 

That I have nam*d together. 

For were it not by modest art 

Kept from the sight of skies, . 
It would strike dim the sun itself. 

And daze the gazers' eyes. 

The case so rich, how may we praise 

The jewel lodg'd within. 
To di'aw their priuse I v/ere unwise. 

To wrong them, it were sin. 

Aru, I should be frolick if my brother were but 
retum*d to the camp. 
Hor. And in good time ; behold prince Sextus. 

J^«^<fr Sextus. 

All. Health to our general ! 

Sew, Thank you. 

Bru. Will you survey your forces, and give order for a 
present assault ? your soldiers long to be tugging with the 
Ardeans. 
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Sew, No. 

Col. Have you seen Lucretia, my lord^ how fares she ? 

Seoe. Well; Pll to my tent. 

Aru, Why, how now; whafsthe matter^ brother? 

[eweufU Sewtus and Arum. 

Bru, Thank you ; no. Well/ 111 to my tent : get thee to 
thy tent, and coward go mth thee, if thou hast no more 
B^rit to a speedy Encounter. 

fW. Shall I go after him, and know the cause of his 
discontent ? 

Sc€B, Or I, my l<wd ? 

Bru. Neither; to pursue a fool in his humour is the next 
way to make him morerhumorous; I'll not be guilty of 
hb folly, thank you, no; before I wish him health agm, 
when he is siek of the sullens, may I die, not like a RomaD, 
but like a runagate. 

Stus, Perhaps he's not well. 

Bru, Well : then let him be ill. 

f^al. Nay if he be dying as I could wish he were, I'll 
ring out his funeral peal, and this it is. 

Song.'-^VAtERivs. 

Come, list and hark. 
The bell doth toll 

For some but new 
Departing soul. 

And was not that 
Some ominous fowl. 

The bat, the night- 
Crow or screech-owl ? 
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To these 1 heai' 

1 he wild wolf howl. 
In this black night 

That seems to scowl . 
All these my black - 

Book shall enroll. 
For, hark, still, still. 

The bell doth toll 
For some but now 

Departing soul. 

Sc(ff, Excellent, Valerius ; but is not that Collatine's man ? 

Enter Clown. 

Fal. The news with this hasty pbst. 

Clown, Did nobody see my lord CoUatine ? oli ! my lady 
commends her to you ; here*s a letter. 

Col. Give it me. * 

Clown. Fie upon't, never was poor Pompey so bver-labour'd 
as I have been ; I think I have spurred my horse such a 
question, that he is scarce able to wig or wag his tail for 
dn answer : but my lady bad. me spare for tlio horseflesh, 
and I think I have made him run his race. 

Bru. Cousin Collatine, the news at Rome ? 

Col. Nothing but what you all may well partake ; read 
here, my lord. 

Brutus reads the letter. 

Dear lord, if ever thou wilt see thy Lucrece, 
Choose of the friends which thou atfectest best, 
And, all important business set apart. 
Repair to Rome : commend me to lord Brutus, 

G 
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Valerius, Mutius, and Horatitu. 
Say I entreat their presence, where my father 
Lucretius shall attend thesn ; farewell, sweet, 
Th' affairs are great, then do not fadl to meet. 

Bru, Pll thither as I live. J[e^t. 

Col. I, though I die. [eafit. 

Sea. To Rome with expeditious wings we'll fly. [esnt. 

Hot. The news, the news, if it have any shape 
Of sadness, if some prodigy have chanc'd. 
That may beget revenge, Pll cease to chafe. 
Vex, martyr, grieve, torture, torment myself, , 

And tune my humour to strange strains of mirth. 
My soul divines some happiness ; speak, speak : 
I know thou hast some news that will create me 
Merry and musical, for I would laugh. 
Be new trans-shap'd ; I pr'ythee sing, Valerius, 
That I may air with thee. 

Song — ^Valerius. 
Vd think myself as proud in shackles. 
As doth the ship in all her tackles. 
The wise man boasts no more his bnuns. 
Than I'd exult in gyves and chains : 
As creditors would use their debtors. 
So could I toss and shake my fetters. 
But not confess ; my thoughts should be 
In durance fast as those kept me. 
And could, when spite their hearts environs. 
Then dance to th* music of my irons. 

F'at. Now tell us what's the project of thy message ? 
Clown. My lords, the princely Sextus has been at home, 



\ 
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but what he hath done there I may partly mistrust^ but 
cannot altogether resolve you : besides, my lady awore me, 
that whatsoever I suspected I should say nothing. 

Fal. If thou wilt not say thy mind, I pr'ythee sing thy 
mind, and then thou may'st save thine oath. 

Clown, Indeed I was not sworn to that ; I may either 
laugh out my news, or sing 'em, and so I may save mine 
oath to my lady. 

Hor, How's all at Rome, that with such sad presage 
Disturbed CoUatine and noble Brutus 
Are hurry'd from the camp with Scaevola ? 
And we with expedition 'mongst the rest 
Are charg'd to Rome? speak, what did Sextus there 
With thy fair mistress ? 

Val. Second me, my lord, and well urgehiqa to disclose it. 

Valerius, Horatius, and the Clown, — their Catch. 

Val. Did he take fair Lucrece by the toe, man ? 

Hat. Toe, man } 

yal. Aye, man. 

Clown* Ha ha ha ha ha, man. 

Hor, And further did he strive to go, man ? 

Clown. Go, man ? 

Hor. Aye, man. 

Clown. Ha ha ha ha, man, fa derry derry down, ha fa 

derry dino. 
f^al. Did he take faSr Lucrece by the heel, man ? 
Clown. Heel, man ? 
f^al. Aye, man. 
Clown. Ha ha ha ha, man. 
Hor. And did he further strive to feel, man ? 
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Clown, Feel, man ? 
. Hor. Aye, man. 
Clewn, Ha ha ha ha, man, ha fa derry, &c. 
^aL Did he take the lady by the shin, man ? 
Chum. Shin, man ? 
yal. Aye, man. 
Clown. Ha ha ha ha, man. 
Hor. Further too would he have been, man ? 
Clown. Been, man ? 
Hor. Aye, man. 

Clown. Ha ha ha ha, man, ha fa dery, & c. 
Vol. Did he take the lady by the knee,' man ? 
Clown. Knee, man ? 
ydl. Aye, man. 
Clown. Ha ha ha ha, man. 
Hor. Farther than that would he be, man ? 
Clown. Be, man ? 
Hor. Aye, man. 

Clown. Ha ha ha ha, man, hey fa deiy, &c. 
f^al. Did he take the lady by the thigh, man ? 
Clown. Thigh, man ? 
Val. Aye, man. 
Clown. Ha ha ha ha, man. 
Hor. And now he came it somewhat nigh, man ? 
Clown. Nigh, man ? 
Hor. Aye, man. 

Clown. Ha ha ha ha, man, hey fa derry, &c. 
Val. But did he do the t'other thing, msm ? 
Clown. Thing, man ? 
yal. Aye, man. 
Clown. Ha ha ha ha, man. 
Hor, And at the same had he a fling, man ? 



THE RAPE OF LUCRECE. 83 

Clown. Fling, man ? 

Hor. Aye man. 

Cloum. Ha ha ha, man, hey fa derry, &c. [ejstimt. 



ACT V. SCENE T. 
A table and a chair covered with black. 

LucRECE and her Maid. 

Luc. Mirable. 

Maid. Madam. 

Luc. Is not my father, old Lucretius, come yet ? 

Maid. Not yet. 

Luc. Nor any from the camp ? 

Maid. Neither, madam. 

Luc. Go, begone, and leave me to the truest grief of heart. 
That ever enter'd any matron^s breast : Oh ! 

Maid. Why weep you, lady ? alas ! why do you stain 
Your modest cheeks with these offensive tears ? 

Luc. Nothing, nay, nothing : oh, you powerful gods. 
That should have angels guardants on your throne. 
To protect innocence and chastity ! oh, why 
Suffer you such inhuman massacre 
Of harmless virtue ? wherefore take you charge 
Of sinless souls to see them wounded thus ' 
With rape and violence ? or give white innocence 
Armour of proof 'gainst sin, or by oppression 
Kill virtue quite, and guerdon base transgression. 
Is it my fate above all other women ? 
Or is my sin more heinous than the rest, . 
That amongst thousands, millions, infinites. 
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I^ only I, should to this shame be born^ 

To be a stain to women, nature's scorn ? oh ! 

Maid, What ails you, madam? truth, you make me weep 
To see you shed salt tears : what hath oppressed you ? 
Why is your chamber hung with mourning black ? 
Vour habit sable, and your eyes thus^oln 
With ominous tears ; alas i what troubles you ? 

Luc. I am not sad; thou didst deceive thyself; 
I did not weep, there's nothing troubles me : 
But wherefore dost thou blush? 

Maid. Madam, not 1. 

Luc. Indeed thou didst. 
And in that blush my guilt thoudid'st betray ; 
How cam'st thou by the notice of my sin ? 

Maid, What sin? 

Luc. My blot, my scandal, and my shame : 
O Tarquin ! thou my honour did'st betray ; 
Disgrace, no time, no age, can wipe away ; oh ! 

Maid. Sweet lady, cheer yourself; Pll fetch my viol. 
And see if I can sing you fast asleep : 
A little rest would wear away this passion. 

Luc. Do what thou wilt, I can command no more ; 
Being no more a woman, I am now 
Devote to death and an inhabitant 
Of th' other world : these eyes must ever weep 
Till fate hath clos'd them with eternal sleep. 

Enter Brutus, Collatine, Horatius, Scjevola, Valerius, 
one way, and Old hvcnETivs emother way. 
O. Luc. Brutus I . 
Bru. Lucretius ! 
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Luc. Fatkerl 

CoL Lucrece! 

lAic, Collating! 

Bru. How cheer you» madam f how ia't with you^ coasin? 
Why is your eye deject and drowH'd in sorrow ? 
Why is this funeral blacky and omameBts 
Of widow-hood ? resolre me, cousin I^creoe. 

Hor. How fare you, lady ? 

O, Luc. What's the matter, girl I 

Col. Why, how is't with you, Lucrece ?• tell me, sweet. 
Why dost thou hide thy face, and with thy hand 
Darken those eyes that were my suns of joy. 
To make my pleasures flourish in the spring ? 

Luc. Oh me ! 

Val. Whenee are these sighs and tears ? 

Scee. How grows this passion ? 

Bru. Speak, lady, you are hemmM in with your fviend^. 
Girt in a pale of safety, and environed 
And circl'd in a fortress of your kindred. 
Let not those drops fall fruitless to the grouod. 
Nor let your sighs add to the senseless wind ; 
Speak ! who hath wrong'd you ? 

Luc, Ere I speak my woe, 
"Swear you'll revenge poor Lucrece on her foe. 

Bru. Be his head arch'd with gold ! 

Hor. Be his hand arm'd with ait imperial sceptre ! 

O. Luc. Be he great as Tar^uin, thron'd in an imperial 
seat! 

Bru. Be he no more than m(»'tal, he shi41 feel 
The vengeful edge of this victorious steek 
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Lhc. Then seat you, lords, whilst I express my wrong ! 
Father, dear husband, and my kinsmen lords. 
Hear me; I am dishonoured and disgrae'd ; 
My reputation mangled, my renown 
Disparag'd; but my body, oh my body ! 

CoL What, Lucrece ? 

Luc. Stain'd, polluted, and defil'd. 
Strange steps are found in my adulterate bed ; 
And though my thoughts be white as innocence. 
Yet is my body soil'd with lust-bum'd sin. 
And by a stranger I am strumpeted, . 

RavishM, enforc'd, and am no more to rank 
Among the Roman matrons. 

Bru, Yet cheer you, lady, and restrain these tears ; 
If you were forc'd, the sin concerns not you ; . . 

A woman's bom but with a woman/s strength : 
Who was the ravisher ? / • 

Hor. Aye; name him, lady ! 
Our love to you shall only thus appear 
In the revenge that we will take on him.. 

Luc, I hope so, lords ; 'twas Sextus, the king's son. 

All. How ? Sextus Tarquin ! 

Luc. That unprincely prince. 
Who, guest-wise, enter'd with my husband's ring. 
This ring, O CoUatine ! this ring you sent. 
Is cause of aU my \yoe, your discontent. * 
I feasted him, then lodg'd him, and bestow'd 
My choicest welcome ; but in the dead of night 
My traitorous guest came arm'd unto my bed. 
Frighted my silent sleep, threaten'd, and prayM ^ 
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For entertainment : I despised both ; 

Which, hearing, his sharp pointed scimitar. 

The tyrant bent against my naked breast. 

Alas ! I begg*d my death ; but note his tyranny ; 

He brought with him a torment worse than death. 

For having murder'd me, he swore to kill 

One of my basest grooms, and lodge him dead 

In my dead arms : then call in testimony 

Of my adultery, to make me hated 

Even in my death, of husband, father, friends. 

Of Rome, and all the world : ' 

This, this, O princes ! ravishM and kill'd me at once. . 

CoL Yet comfort, lady, 
I quit thy guilt, for what could Lucrece do : 
More than a woman ? had'st thou dy'd polluted 
By this base scandal, thou had'st wrong'd thy fame : 
And hinder'd us of a most just revenge. 

^11. What shall we do, lords ? "^ 

£ru. Lay your resolute hands 
Upon the sword of Brutus : vow and swear. 
As you hope meed for merit from the gods,' 
Or fear reward for sin from devils below ; 
As you are Romans, and esteem your fame 
More than your lives, all humorous toys set off. 
Of madding, singing, smiling, and what else. 
Revive your native Valours, be yourselves. 
And join with Brutus in the just revenge 
Of this chaste ravished lady ; swear ! 

^IL We do. 

Luc. Then with your humours, here my grief ends too ; 
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My Stain I thus wipe off, call in my sighs, 
• And in the hope of this revengej forbear 
Even to my death. to fall one passionate tear; 
Yety lords, that you may crown my innocence 
With your best thoughts, that you may henceforth know 
We are the same in heart, we seem in show : 
And though I quit my soul of all such sin, 

[the lords whisper', 
ril not debar my body punishment : 
Let all. the world learn of a Roman dame. 
To prize her life less than her honored fame, [stahs herself, 

O, Luc, Lucrece 1 

CoL Wife I 

Bru, Lady! 

Sc€B, She hath slain herself! 

Vah Oh see yet, lords, if there be h<^ of life. 

Bru. She's dead ! then turn your funeral tears to fire 
And indignation ; let us now redeem 
Our mis-spent time, and overtake our sloth 
With hostile expedition ; this, great lords. 
This bloody knife, on which her chaste blood flow'd. 
Shall not from Brutus, till some strange revenge 
Fall on the heads of Tarquins. 

Hor, Now*s the time to call their pride to count : 
Brutus, lead On, we'll follow thee to their confusion. 

VaL By Jove, we will ; the sprightfiil youth of Rome, 
Trick'd up in plumed harness, shall attend 
The march of Brutus, whom we here create 
Our general against the Tarquins. 

Sc€e, Be it so. 



THE RAPE OF LUCRECE. 89 

Bru, We embrace it ; now to stir the wrath of Rome, 
You, Collatine, and good Lucretius, 
With eyes yet drown'd in tears, bear that chaste body 
Into the market place : that horrid object 
Shall kindle them with a most just revenge. 

Hor. To see the father and the husband mourn 
O'er this chaste dame, that have so well deserv'd 
Of Rome and them ; then to infer the pride. 
The wrongs, and the perpetual tyranny 
Of all the Tarquins, Servius Tullius' death. 
And his unnatural usage by that monster 
Tullia, the queen : all these shall well concur 
In a combined revenge. 

Bru, Lucrece, thy death we'll mourn in glittering arms 
And plumed casques : bear that reverend load 
Unto the Forum, where our force shall meet 
To set upon the palace, and expel 
This vip'rous brood from Rome : I know the people 
Will gladly embrace our fortunes : Scaevola, 
Go you and muster powers in Brutus' nanie. 
Valerius, you assist him instantly. 
And to the 'mazed people freely speak 
The cause of this concourse. 

FaL We go. [exeunt Falerius and Scavola, 

Bru, And you, dear lords, [to CoUatine and Lucretius^ 
whose speechless grief is boundless. 
Turn all your tears, with ours, to wrath and rage ; 
The hearts of all the Tarquins shall weep blood 
Upon the funeral hearse, with whose chaste body 
Honour your arms, and to th' assembled people 
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Disclose her innocent wounds : Grainercies, lords, . 

[a great shout, and a flourish with drums and trumpetr* 
That universal shout tells me their words 
Are gracious with the people, and their troops 
Are ready embattPd and expect but us 
To lead them on ; Jove give our fortunes speed! 
We'll murder murder, and base rape shall bleed. ' \eweunt. 

SCENE II. 

Alarum — Enter in the fight Tar^^uin and Tullia fiying, pursued 
by Bkutus ; the Romans march with drum and colours ; Por- 
SENNA, Aruns, Sextus, Tarquin, and Tvlu a, meet and Join 
with them; to them, Brutus and the 'Rouavs^ with drum and 
soldiers: they make a stand. 

Bru, Even thiis far, tyrant, have we dogg'd thy steps, 
Frighting thy queen and thee with horrid steel. 

Tar, Lodg'd in the safety of Porsenna's arms. 
Now, traitor Brutus, we dare front thy pride. 

Hor. Porsenna, thou'rt unworthy of a sceptre. 
To shelter pride, lust, rape, and tyranny, ' 
In that proud prince and his confederate peers. 

Seof. Traitors to heaven, to Tarquin, Rome, and us ! 
Treason to kings doth stretch- even to the gods ; 
And those high gods that take great Rome in charge. 
Shall punish your rebellion. 

Col. O devil, Sextus ! speak not thou of gods. 
Nor cast those false and feigned eyes to heaven. 
Whose rape the furies must torment in hell. 
Of Lucrece, Lucrece ! 

SccB. Her chaste blood still cries 
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For vengeance to the etherial deities. 

O. Luc, Oh, 'twas a foul deed, Sextus ! 

VaL And thy shame 
Shall be eternal and outlive her fame. 

Aru, Say Sextus lov'd her, was she not a woman ? 
Aye, and perhaps was willing to be forc'd. 
Must you, being private subjects, dare to ring 
War's loud alarum 'gainst your potent king ? 

Por, Brutus, therein thou dost forget thyself. 
And wrong'st the glory of thine ancestors. 
Staining thy blood with treason. 

Bru, Tuscan, know 
The consul, Brutus, is their powerful foe. 

All the Tarquins. Consul ! 

Ilor, Aye, consul ; and the powerful hand of Rome 
Grasps his imperial sword : the nami^ of king 
The tyrant Tarquins have made odious 
Unto this nation, and the general knee 
Of this our warlike people, now low bends 
To royal Brutus where the king's name ends. 

Bru, Now, Sextus, where's the oracle ? when I kiss'd 
My mother Earth, it plainly did foretell 
My noble virtues did thy sin exceed, 
Brutus should sway, and lust-bum'd Tarquin bleed. 

Vol. Now shall the blood of Servius fall as heavy 
As a huge mountain on your tyrant heads, 
Cerwhelming all your glory. 

Nor, Tullia's guilt shall be by us reveng'd, that, in her 
pride. 
In blood paternal her rough coaclnwheels dy'd. 
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Luc. Your tyrannie^x^ — 

SciB. Pride, 

CoL And my Lucrece' fate. 
Shall all be svirallow'd in this hostile hate. 

Sex. Oh ! Romulus^ thou, that first rear*d yon walls. 
In sight of which we standi in thy soft bosom 
Is hugg'd the nest in which the Tarquins build; 
Within the branches of thy lofty spires 
Tarquin shall perch, or where he once hath stood. 
His high built aery shall be drownM in blood ; 
Alarum then, Brutus I by heaven I vow> 
My sword shall prove thou ne'er wast mad tiU now. 

Bru. Sextus, my madness with your lives expires ; 
Thy sensual eyes are fix'd upon that wall 
Thou ne'er shalt enter, Rome confines you all. 

Por, A charge then \ 

Tar. Jove and Tarquin I 

Hor. But we cry a Brutus ! 

Bru. Lucrece, fame, and victory I {ejniufU. 

SCENE m. 

Alarum, the Romans are beaten qff". 
Enter BB,\jT\5%y Horatius, Valerius, Scsvola, Lucretius, afl<^ 

COLLATINE. 

Bru. Thou Jovia) hand, hold up thy sceptre high. 
And let not justice be oppress'd with pride ; 
O you, Penates, leave not Rome and us, 
Grasp'd in the purple hands of death and ruin ; 
The Tarquins have the best. 

Hor. Yet stand, my foot is fix'd upon this bridge ; 
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Tiber, thy arched streams shall be chan^d crimson 
With Roman blood, before I budge from hence. 

S€€P. Brutus, retire ; for if thou enter Rome 
We are all lost, stand not on valour now. 
But save thy people ; let's survive this day. 
To try the fortunes of another field. 

Val, Break down the bridge, lest the pursuing enemy 
Enter with us and take the spoil of Rome. 

Har. Then break behind me, for by heaven 111 grow 
And root my foot as deep as to the centre. 
Before I leave this passage. 

Luc, Come, you're mad. 

Col. The foe comes on, and we, in trifling here. 
Hazard ourselves and people. 

Har. Save them all ; 
To make Rome stand, Horatius \tett will fall. 

Bru. We would not lose thee ; do not breast thyself 
'Gainst thousands ; if thou front'st them, thou art ring'd 
With million swords and darts, and we behind 
Must break the bridge of Tiber to save Rome. 
Before thee infinite gaze on thy face. 
And menace death ; the raging streams of Tiber 
Are at thy bfMpk to swallow thee. 

Har. Retire! 
To make Rome live 'tis death that I desire. 

Bru. Then farewell, dead Horatiusi think ia us 
The universal arm of potent Borne 
Takes his last leave of thee in this embrace. 

[all emhrace him, 

Har. Farewell! 
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AIL Farewell ! 

Bru, These arches all must down 
To interdict their passage through the town. [ea^eun^ 

SCENE IV. 

Alarum, Enter Tarquin, Porsenna, and Aruns, with thet ^ 

pikes and Targeters. 

All, Enter, enter, enter ! 

\_a noise of knocking' down the bridge with^^^, 

Hor, Soft, Tarquin, see a bulwark to the bridge 
You first must pass ; the man that enters here 
Must make his passage through Horatius' breast ; 
See, with this target do I buckler Rome, 
And with this sword defy the puissant army 
Of two great kings. 

Por, One man to face a host ! 
Charge, soldiers I Of full forty thousand. Romans 
There's but one daring hand against your, host. 
To keep you from the sack or spoil of Rome ; 
Charge, charge 1 

Aru. Upon them, soldiers ! [alarum. 

Enter in several places, Sextus and Valerius above. 
Sex, Oh ! cowards, slaves, and vassals ! what ! not enter? 
Was it for this you plac'd my regiment 
Upon a hill, to be the sad spectator 
Of such a general cowardice ? Tarquin, Aruns, 
Porsenna, soldiers, pass Horatius quickly. 
For they behind him will devolve the bridge, 
And raging Tiber, that's impassable. 
Your host must swim before you conquer Rome. 
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yal Yet Btandy Horatius ; bear bat OBe brunt inore^ 
Xlie arched bridge sball sink upon his piks. 
And in his falllift thy renown to heaTen. 

Seig. Yet enter. 

Vol, Dear Horatius^ yet stand 
And save a million by one powerful hand. 

[alarum, and thefaUmg of a bridge, 

AruM and all. Charge, charge, charge! 

Sew. Degenerate slaves ! the bridge is fall'n, Rome's lost. 

Val, Horatius, thou art stronger than their host ; 
Thy strength is valour, their's are idle braves; 
Now save thyself, and Xtxp into the waves. 

Hw, Porsenna, Tarquin, now wade past your depths 
And enter Rome ; I feel my body sink 
Beneath my ponderous weight ; Rome is preserv*d. 
And now farewell : for he that follows me 
Must search the bottom of this raging stseam. 
Fame, with thy golden wings renown my crest. 
And Tiber take me on thy silver breast. 

[he leapi i$Uo the rwer, 

P&r. He's lei^'d off from the bridge, anddrown'd himself. 

Seat, Yotrsre deceiv*d, his spirit soars too high 
To be choak'd in with the baae element 
Of water ; lo ! he swims, arm'd as he is. 
Whilst all the army have discharg'd their arrows. 
Of which the shield upon his back sticks full. [fiourUh. 
And haric ! the shout of all the multitude 
Now welcomes him a-land : Horatius' fame 
Hath check'd our armies with a general shame ; 
But come, to morrow's fortune must restore 

H 
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Thi» seandal ; whiek I of the gods im^dore. '"i / > 
P9r. Then we mu&t find another lime, fiedv -pfUice^ ' 

To scourge these pMple, aild revenfo yoifirjintohgs, \ 

For this night ril betake me to iiiy» tenti 

Tar, And*weto ours ; i»vB»faiff4r wetii reno#il 

Ourarm^vdth thespdilof thiarioh towAi) -^jeatrnt 

'■ ■■ SCENIE V. '■ •<'"*^'" ' ''"^' 

^ .V . ,, . jG(fi/«7. PoH^ENNA aiMf Secretary.. 

Por. Our stevetary. ' 

Sec, Mylord! ' 

Pwr. Command lights and torches in our t^its. 






EfUer Soldiers wUh torches. 

And let a guard ^girt our safety rouujd. 

Whilst we debate of military busings •. . , , , ,, i 

Come^ sit, and let'^ consult. , ; 

Enter ^xy OLA, disguised, 

SciB, Horatiiis, famous for defending Rome, 
But we have done nought worthy Scaevola, 
Nor of a Roman : I, in this disguise. 
Have pass'd the anhy and the puissant guard 
Of king Porsenna : this should be his ieht ; 
And in good time, now fate direct my strength 
Against a king, to free great Rome at length. 

[stabs the Secreta^ij- 

Sec, Oh ! I am slsun ! treason ! treason ! 

For, Villain ! what hast thou done ? 

SciB. AVhy, slain the king. 
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Por. Whatkingt • . M 

Sc€^ Porseniia. . ; . ..! s 

Por. fonenna lives lo see thee toi'Uir'd • i > n^' I 

With plagues more deylbh tluui the'pailuMal^lMlL> > * 

Sc€d, Oh, too i*ath Mutius, hast thotf fildia'd^tli^ aim? 
And thou base haiid» that did'st direct my p<likifH'd< ' . ^ • 
Against a peasant's breast, behold, thy error 
Thus I will punish : I will give thee freely 
. Unto the fire, nor will I wear a limb, 

[puts his hand into the fire. 
That with such rashness shall offend his lord. 
Por, What will the madman do ? 
Sc^. Porsenna so. 
Punish my hand thus, for not killing thee. 
Three hundred noble lads besides myself 
Have vow'd to all the gods that patron Roihe, 
Thy ruin for supporting tyranny : 
And though I fail, expect yet every hour. 
When some strange fate thy fortunes will devour. 

Por, Stay, Roman I. w^ admire thy constancy. 
And scorn of fortime ; go, return to Rome> 
We give thee life, and say, the king Porsenna, z 

Whose life thou seek'st, is in this honorable ; ^ ^ 

Pass, freely ; guard him to the walls of Rome, ,. . 

And were we not so much engag'd to Tarquin, 
We would not lift a hand against that nation 
That breeds such noble spirits. 

Sea. Well, I go, ^ 

And for revenge take life even of my foe., [jprnt, 

Por. Conduct him safely: what! thrqe hundr^ gallants 
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Sworn to oiu deaths aad all opesolv'd. U)(q him 1 

We must be providoAt, to-iBorrow'8 forttt^ , 

We'll prove for Tarquins, if tkey fidl our hopos, , 

Peace shall be made with Rome ; but. first «ur pecretai|y 

Shall have his rites of funeral, then our shii&ld 

We must addicts next for to-morrow's fiel^t [f< 

. . SCENE VI. , - 

Enter BKirrv9, HoRATiU8,VALBttii78^ CoLLAtiHE, and hvcws!Tt\/8, 

marching. 

Bru, By thee we are consul, and still govern Rome;' • ' 
Which but for thee, had been despoil'd and lia'en. 
Made a confused heap of men and stones. 
Swimming in blood and slaughter ; dear Horatius, 
Thy noble picture shall be carv'd in brass. 
And fix'd for thy perpetual memory 
In our high Capitol. 

Hor. Great consul, thanks ! 
But leaving this, let's march out of the city, 
And once more bid them battle on the plains. 

Val, This day my soul divines we shall live free 
From all the furious Tarquins; but where's Scavola? 
We See not him to-day. 

Enter Scjevola. 

Sc€e. Here, lords, behold me handless, as you see. 
The cause, — I miss'd Porsenna in his tent. 
And in his stead kill'd but his secretary. 
The 'mazed king, when he beheld me punish i, 
My rash mistake, mth loss of my right hand; 
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Unbegg'd, and almdst sconi'd, fee- g»ve Haie life. 

Which I had then refus'd, iMt indefeitd* " < . ^ w/ 

To Venge'^ftiii' Lttcrecfe* rape. .. . t i..^ n^. /j\}7/ 

:^or. 0eAfS(JflEjrbli^, J> ^ i. ..>M 

Thou hast eafrteded tis in- oxit resdlvte ; ^ » 1 1 - » y* ...::,/,{<' 
But will the Tar^tiihs jfire Us present battle ^' ' /' 

SciP. That may ye hear ; [soft alarum. 

The skirmish is begun already 'twixt the horse. 

Luc. Then, noble consul, lead our maluibattle Qp I , « 

Bru. O Jove ! this day balance our cause. 
And let her innocent blood destroy ^,,, .. 

The heads of all the Tarqiuns ! See, this day^^ 
In her cause do we consecrate our liyes, . 
And in defence of justice now march pn ; ^ 
I hear their martial music, be our ahock , . , , . 

As terrible as are the meeting clouds . . 
That break in thunder ; yet our hopes are fair, _^ , 
And this rough charge shaU all our loss, repair. ' ^ ^ ^ 

[eateunt; ahrurfi, battie witkin. 



I,.-/ 



SCENE VII. 



•»'«• 'I-.. ' '•• !)l! f 



■ ■ • ;_ t ■, ft » 

Enter Porsenna and Aruns. 

•• ■ • •' ..J ' . . , / 

Por, Yet grow our lofty plumes uiiflagg'^.with b}oQ4^ 
And yet sweet pleasure wantons in the air : 
How goes the battle, Aruns ? 

y^rti. 'Tis even balancM ; ^* v. ,- 

I interchang'd with Brutus, hand to hand, 
A dangerous encounter; both are wounded^ 
And had not the rude press divided us. 
One haddrop|>M down to earth. 
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Por, Twas bravely fought. I saw the king, yoiu* fatller, 
free his person from a thousand RoDUum that be|(irt his 
state, where flying arrowis, thidc as atonra, sung^abimt 
ears. • • * -»■-• •■ > " 

Aru, I hope a glorious. day ; come, Toscaik-kiiig, iet'a to 



. .ti.j 



them! . . , {aUnrum ^ 

Enier Horatius and ValeriD^. ' ' 

4 

« - • t 

Hor. Aruns, stay ; that sword that late did drink th^^ 
consul's blood, must, Avith keen fang, tire upon my ^esl^^ 
or this on thine. 

Aru, It spar'd the consul's life 
To end thy days in a more glorious strife. 

VaL I stand against thee, Tuscan ! 

Por. I for thee ! 

Hor, Where e'er I find a Tarquin, he's for me ! ,' 

\alarum, fight ; Aruns slain, Por senna expuUei. 

I • * 

Alarum — Enter Tarquin witA an arrow in his breast, Tullu 
with him, pursued by Collatine, Lucretius, and Scjevola. 

Tar, Fair Tullia, leave me; save thy life by flight. 
Since mine is desperate'; behold, I'm wounded 
Even to the death : there stays within my tent 
A winged jennet, mount his back and fly : 
Live to revenge my death, since I must die. 

TuL Had I the heart to tread upon the bulk 
Of my dead father, and to see him slaughter'd 
Only for love of Tarquin and a crown ; 
And shall I fear dcialh more than loss of both ? 
No, this is TuUia's fame, rather than fly 
From Tarquin, 'mongst a thousand swords she'll die ! 
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j4ll. Hew them to pieces both 1 • . t 

Tbr. My TuTlia save, v- -ui 

And o'er my caitiff head those meteors wave, • " ,^Sh\- 

Col, Let Tullia yield then 1 o:-? 

7W. Yield me, cuckolds no; 
Mercy I scorn, let me the dano^er know I " • 

Scig. Upon them, then ! , ,. .. ^ 

f^al. Let's bring them to their fa^, ^^ 

And let them perish in the people's hate. 

7\ii. Fear not. 111 back thee, husband. 

Tar, But for thee. 
Sweet were the hand that this charg'd soul could free ; 
Life I despise, let noble Sextus stand 
T'avenge our death ; even till these vitals end. 
Scorning my own, thy life will I defend ! 

Tul. And m, sweet Tarquin, to my power guard thine : 
Come on, ye slaves, and make this earth divine ! 

[alarum ; Tarquin and Tullia are slain 

Alarum. Enier Brutus, all bloody, 

Bru, Arunt, this crimson favour for thy sake, 
ru wear upon my forehead, mask'd with blood, . 
Till all the moisture in the Tarquins' veins 
Be spilt upon the earth ; and leave thy body • 

As dry as the parch'd summer, burnt and scorch'd 
With the canicular stars. 

Hot* Aruns lies dead. 
By this bright sword that tower'd above his head ! 

Col. And see, great consul. 
Where the pride of Rome lies sunk and fallen. > 
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Val. Beside him lies the queen mangled «nd hewit 
Amongst the Roman soldiers. 

Hot, Lift up theii'slaUgliter'd bodies ; hel|) t6 rear * ■ 
Them 'gwnst this hill in view of kll the cam^. ' ' ' • 
This sight will be a tetror to the foe, * • 

And make them yield or fiy. * * 

Bru, But Where's the ravisher. 

Injurious Sextus, that We see not hiin? [short ^larwM 

' . ' .. .- « 

Enter Sextus.- 

Sejp, Through broken spears, crack'd swords, unbowel'd 
steeds, 
Flaw'd armours, mangPd limbs, and battered casques. 
Knee-deep in blood, IVe pierc'd the Roman host 
To be my father's rescue. 

Hor. *Tis too late ; 
His mounting pride's sunk in the people^s hate. 

Seof. My fatter, mother, brother I fortune, now 
I do defy thee ! 1 expose myself 
To horrid danger ; safety I despise : 
I dare the worst of peril, I am bound 
On till this pile of flesh be all one wound. 

Val. Begirt him, lords ! this is the ravisheir ; 
There's no revenge for Lucrece till he fall. 

LfUc. Cease, Sextus, then. 

Seof. Sextus defies you all ! 
Yet, will you give me language ere I die ? 

Bru, Say on. 

Sea?. 'Tis not for mercy, for I scorn that life 
That's given by any ; and the more to add 
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To your immenise immeasurable l^te,.. : / 

I was the spur unto my father's p^de. . . 

Twas I that aw'd the princes of the land. 

That made th^» Brutus^ mad ; these discontent ; 

I ravish'd the chaste Lucrece ; Sextus I, 

Thy daughter, and thy wife ; Brutus, thy cousin, 

AUi'd indeed to all ; 'twas for my rape, . . , 

Her constant hand ripp'd up her innocent breast ; 

'Twas Sextus did all this ! 

Col, Which 111 revenge ! 

Har, Leave that to me. 

Luc, Old as I am, I'll do*t ! 

Sc€B, I have one hand left yet. 
Of strength enough to kill a ravisher. 

Sea;, Come all at once, aye, all ! 
Yet hear me, Brutus, thou art honourable. 
And my words tend to thee ; my father dy'd 
By many hands ; what's he 'mongst you can challenge 
The least, aye, smallest honour in his death i 
If I be kill'd among this hostile throng, 
The poorest snaky soldier well may claim 
As much renown in noble Sextus' death. 
As Brutus, thou, or thou, Horatius : 
I am to die, and more than die I cannot : 
Rob not yourselves of honour in my death. 
When the two mightiest spirits of Greece and Troy 
Tugg'd for the mast'ry. Hector and Achilles ; 
Had puissant Hector, by Achilles' hand, 
Dy'd in single monomachy, Achilles 
Had been the worthy ; but being slain by odds. 
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Tke poorest Myrmickw iMid asoiifisii honour 
As faiat Achilles in fli^ Trojan's de<it1i. 

Bru. Had'st thou not done ai deed so exf^erikble 
That gods and men abhor, Pd love thee. Sextos, 
And hug thee for this (^^enge breathM so freely : 
Behold, I stand for RkMb as general ; ., . 
Thou of the Tarquinif ^t alone survive. 
The head of all these girirboils; the chief actoi 
Oi that black sin, which we chastise by arms. ... 

Brave Romans, with your blight swords be our lists. 
And ring us in ; none dare t'offend the prince 
By the least touch, lest he incur our wrath ; 
This honour do your consul, that his hand - • - 

May punish this arch-mischief ; that the times . 
Succeeding may of Brutus thus much tell. 
By him pride, lust, and all the Tarquins fell. 

Sex. To ravish Lucrece, cuckold CoUatine, 
And spHlthe chastest blood that ever ran 
In any matron's veins, repei^ me not , • 

So much as to have wrong'd a gentleman 
So noble as the constd in: this strife; 
Brutus, be bold, thou fight*st with one scorns life. 

Bru, And thou with one, that Jess than his renown, 
Prizeth his blood or Rome's imperild crown. • 

\alarum: a fierce fight, with isword^nd iargei ; they 

pause and breathe. 

Bru. Sextus, stand fair, much honour shall I win. 
To revenge Lucrece, and chastise thy sin. :t .> 

Sew. I repent nothing, may I livcor die; i 
Though my blood fall, my spirit shall mount on. higl^ . 
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[Alarum i-^ght with 9ing4e iwdtdUl iM beh^4eMy 
wounded- dffii paniihg f^f brmt^,'^mi»MHg'a 
stroke at each other kffHh their ga^tfMetB^iheff 
faU, " •"- ^^'^V 

Hor, Both fllain I Oh^ noUe Brutus^ thi» tky fai»^' '■'■ 
To after ages shall survive; thy body 
Shall have a fair and gorgeous sepulchre : ' ' - 

For whom the matrons shall in funeral black 
Mourn twelve sad moons ; thou that first go\'emM Romey 
And swayed the people by a consul's name. 
These bodies of the Tarquins well commit 
Unto the funeral pile : you, Collatine, 
Shall succeed Brutus in the consul's place. 
Whom with this laurel wreath we here create. 

\crown8 him with laurei* 
Such is the people's voice, accept it then. ' 

Col. We do, and may our pow'r so just appear, 
Rome may have peace, both with our love and fear. 
But £oft ! what march is this ? 

Flourish, Enter Porsbnna and SoLDmasw . " 

Por. The Tuscan king seeing the Tarquins Aain, '^• 
Thus arm'd and battPd, offers peace to Rome ; 
To confirm which, we'll give you present hostage ; • ' ''* 
If you deny, we'll stand upon our guard. 
And by the force of arms, maintiun our ovm. 

f^al. After so much efi\ision and large waste 
Of Roman blood, the name of peace is welconie : ' ' ^ 
Since of the Tarquins none remain in Rome, ■ 
And Lucrece' riipc is no^ revenged at full, ; " ' ' 
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Twere good to entartiiii Poraenna's league. 

Col. Poneuna we embrace, whose royal pieience 
Shall grace the conBiil to the funeral pile. 

March on to Rome! Jove be our goard and guide! 
That hath, in us, veng'd n^, and pvniihM pride ! 

[ememmi. 



THE END. 
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